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Cuddling Stunts 


Chapter! 


James had finished his usual number of push-ups. Before the shows he liked to warm up his muscles by doing 
some push-ups. His arm muscles had to be in the very best shape possible. He wasn't getting younger and 
playing metal in front of a crowd of screaming and head-banging fuckers hours for hours wasn't anything as a 


child's play. 


Well, it didn't hurt that he made a pretty good figure on stage with his long, slim legs, his well-trained muscles 


and broad shoulders. 


He liked the greedy stares of the chicks - and the guys, too - while they were drooling, open-mouthed, right 
in front of him, ready to do everything he wanted them to do. Yeah! 


And if he got rid of his shirt and played his guitar, the upper part of his body naked and glistening from 


sweat, they always glazed at him more and more eagerly. 


Unfortunately, his lead guitarist usually drooled, too. That fact always got James a little bit nervous, because 
he wasn't sure if said lead guitarist would keep his fingers on his guitar, or would try to get them into James’ 


pants all of a sudden. 


Now, after having done his push-ups he got on his knees, then up from the floor of the dressing room. 
He already wore the black skin tight jeans which he had chosen for the show, but the upper part of his body 


and his arms were still naked. 


He shook his arms to loosen them, and moved his shoulders, too. While doing this, his look fell on Jason who sat 
opposite to him on a chair. 

Jason's seemed to be somewhat absent-minded. He stared at James’ naked upper part of the body. 

Then he noticed that James looked at him and quickly lowered his head. 

James frowned, and then rubbed the nape of his neck with the right hand. 

What, in the name of God, made Jason to gaze at him, as if he, James, was an alien from outer space or an 
ugly spider. 

What impertinence! 


Jason nervously cleared his throat and busied himself in thinking hard about the difficult question which t- 
shirt he wanted to wear during the show. 

There were two shirts, and he still didn't know which he should chose: the ‘Misfits' fan's shirt, or the ‘Master 
Of Puppets" hirt. 

Difficultly! 


Jason already struggled half an hour with himself. The ‘Misfits’ shirt was a little bit shabby, and looked like a 
cleaning rag, because he had it quite long, and it had been washed countless times. 
Besides, it shrank over the years because of washing it so often But Jason never was the man, who would 


declare an article of clothing as trash if the clothing wasn't visibly rotten 


Besides, the ' Misfits' was one of his favorite shirts. 


James grinned when he saw how Jason stared at both t-shirts in his hands. Always the same! 
The man wasn't able to make to decide anything, easy or not. 
And he was stingy! 


Jason's stinginess was perverted as James always thought. 


Lars, who didn't like to spent money if it wasn't absolutely necessary, agreed, and thought that Jason was a 


special and extreme case of Massive Stinginess Disorder. 


The man wasn't happy if he wouldn't have something to save from the shocking destiny to be thrown away as 
thrash. 
Otherwise he would have got that disgusting rag in his hand in the garbage long ago. 


Indeed - for the Metallica frontman the thing would had been pretty handy to polish his guns, or to clean up 
his hands after having done an oil change on one of his babies in his garage. The shirt would be absolutely 
perfect. 


James decided to steal the shirt from Jason's luggage as soon as possible. 


At the other end of the dressing room Lars hopped up and down to warm up himself. He wore Sneaker and 


white sports socks. And Calvin-Klein-boxer shorts. 


NOT AGAIN! 


The guy clearly wanted to enter the stage in underpants AGAIN! 
James gave a loud groan, desperately. 
Why, all over the world, had he to endure such a shamelessly acting drummer? 


Lars would also have gone on stage with naked ass if James had permitted it. No way! No, no, no way! 


This Danish gnome was absolutely intolerable! No manners. No sense of shame. 

Well, the most perverted porns James ever had seen came from Denmark. Maybe, Lars hadn't seen anything 
else as a kid, and didn't know how to dress properly. Surely he was thinking that showing off his naked ass and 
his Danish dick was pretty normal and necessary. 


The rest of the band had had to show him again and again for what a shower or bath tub were to be used, 
or had told him repeatedly he could also wash his hands instead of wiping his dirty fingers everywhere on the 
upholstered furniture. 


Then James looked over at Kirk. This sat before one of the dressing tables, a large make-up mirror in front of 
him, a battery of make-up utensils laid on the table stretched. 

He had already applied the black eye shadow to his eyelids, and also his fingernails were varnished in black 

His right eye already had an unbelievable amount of black eyeliner on it - to enhance the sparkling of his 
beautiful eyes, as Kirk liked to say. 


James always urgently wished to leave the country, or to disappear somewhere in a jungle, just by the sight 
of Kirk's beauty case. 

If the thing had been a beauty case, what James doubted because of the size of the murderous looking thing. 
He always suspected it was a mobile beauty salon. 


A hair styling studio inclusivel 


Kirk did not hold himself back by applying the eyeliner. The more the better. He also applied the black mascara 


always in several layers. 


Again, he wore skin tight black leather pants, and a black shirt from lace, also skin tight: 
James gave a desperate and loud groan once more. 

Did the guy ALWAYS have to make a fool out of himself? 

And of his band mates, too! 

The fucker looked like a slut with all that painting in his face. 


And, worse, Lars always stared on Kirk's ass during the whole show, barely noticing what he does with his 
drumsticks. Or if he had drumsticks. James always feared that Lars would drop his drumsticks because of 
being absorbed of drooling and staring and getting horny. 


In those Calvin-Klein-panties! 


James walked over to Kirk and stopped behind him. Kirk didn't pay attention to him, but further busied himself 


in applying more mascara on his eyelashes, highly concentrated. 


„Kirk, DARLING!" James said with affected tone, still standing behind him. 

„| am not sure, darling, if you REALLY do your best to emphasize your type adequately." 

Kirk briefly paused, his right hand frozen in mid-air, the mascara-brush holding in the fingers. 
"Sorry?" 


He was somewhat confused. 


„Well, my dear", James said and giggled. » This is quite nice - | mean, you try to do your best to look good, but 
„ well..." 

Kirk frowned. 

„What's that supposed to mean?" 

James patted Kirk's shoulders in that black laced shirt. 

„Yes, well .. | have thought a lot of the possibilities to enhance your stage appearance, y' know .. Now, that 
wasn't easy. | had to think about it pretty hard, I'd like to tell you .." 

He paused. 

Out of the corners of his eyes he saw Jason grinning widely. 


Kirk, on the other side, got increasingly annoyed. 
"What do you wanna say, fucker? We have a show to do, and | must complete my make-up, and my hair isn't 


done, yet" 


James sighed and waved his hand. 

"Well, | mean, you would look so much better in a nice evening robe, darling. 'd suggest one of these long, black, 
robes. That would be nice, y'know. But in the front closed up to the neck, so no one will have a clue of those 
fake tits .. But with a backside should be very low-necked. To the ass, | think. You have such a pretty ass, by 
the way „Now, this would be pretty hot, baby? Don't you agree? And the jewellery, of course! Very, very 


important ... | think, there HAVE to be diamonds. Ah, yes, the shoes! High heels. Absolutely! You should wear 


high heels to complete your appearance, and to look somewhat more sexy." 


He briefly thought about it, very ostentatiously. 

„Oh no, no! Not a good idea .. Better no high heels. They wouldn't fit well with our stage construction, and you 
would get stuck with those stilettos by step you will make. That means, you'll lay flat on your face most of 
the time. AND we have to think about your guitars, too. If you'll fall on your pretty made-up face by every 
step, all your guitars would be smashed during the show." 

He clicked his tongue and shook his head. 

"I think, Lars would get very angry if Metallica has to buy fifteen or twenty new guitars, exclusively designed 


for you, after every show we'll do. So, | would suggest .." 


Kirk had enough. 
He dropped his mascara brush and turned around to gaze at James with glowing dark eyes, ready to kill him. 
"SHUT THE FUCK UP, ASSHOLE!" 


James grinned and patted Kirk's shoulder. 


"You're welcome, DARLING!" 


Chapter 2 
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Chapter 2 


It wasn't easy for James to keep an eye on his lead guitarist and his drummer during the show. 


But it must be done! 


The Danish prince and his queen always were able to get into the other one's pants all of a sudden. 
And James had to be there to throw himself between them, if necessary, to remind them that they are on 
stage, not in their bedroom, and, logically, they had to put back their dicks into their pants until the show was 


done. 


But James was nervous all the time, anxious that the Danish gnome behind the drums maybe decided to get 
rid of those Calvin-Klein-boxer shorts, because his ass was getting too hot, or he wanted some fresh air on 
his hard-on. 


Also, James feared that the lead guitarist - who looks like a slut with all that paint in his face - would 
spontaneously drag the drummer from his drum stool, rip his Calvin-Klein-boxers up to Calvin-Klein-pieces, 


and then would throw the drummer face-down over his drums to fuck him right on stage. 


James was sure Lars wouldn't be able to defend himself from the pretty guitarists attack - he wouldn't have 
tried anything like resisting, by the way. 


So, Kirk couldn't be trusted, too. 


Every time, when Kirk came near Lars' drum riser, and the both crazy fuckers stared at each other lustfully 


and shamelessly, James nearly got a heart attack. 


While his eyes were on Kirk or Lars, he had to play his rhythm guitar, to do his lead vocals, and to remember 
all those lyrics properly. 
Remembering the lyrics wasn't as easy as in his younger years. Sometimes he had to come up with some 


extra lyrics on the spot. 


The audience mostly didn't notice it, but Jason always suspiciously gazed at James as if he would get 
Alzheimer's Disease the next moment. 


Sometimes James thought that would be nice, because no one would think about him as the band nanny. With 
dementia he wouldn't know the lead guitarist was a fairy who constantly increases the sales of the cosmetics 


industries, and that there was a Danish drummer in underwear who greedily eyed said lead guitarist. 
Jason was no help at all. 


He always concentrated totally on his bass playing, sweating his ass off, banging his head, or he ran across the 
stage as if the Devil or a mob of Grim reapers with their Harbingers of Death were on his heels to catch and 
fuck him. 


He mostly didn't notice what was going on around him. 


Besides, he was pretty short sighted, and didn't want to wear his glasses on stage, or forgot to put in his 
contact lens. 
James wasn't exactly sharp sighted, too, but too proud to let everybody know about the weak side of the 


blond lion. 


He was able to get a pretty good view on the drooling fans in front of him to get him a satisfying hard-on 


Now, for this show, Jason had decided to wear the ‘Master Of Puppet's' Shirt after their wardrobe lady had 
ironed it a little bit, so Jason didn't look like a bum when the band entered the stage. 


Lars had given him the shirt two years ago, being exhausted by Jason's on-going whining that he has NOTHING 
to wear in his closet. 

And that everything was much TOO EXPENSIVE for his small budget, because he was paid poorly as a bas 
player for Metallica, and that he had to think about two weeks minimum before just buying a new pair of 
socks - if they were on sale. AND, also, nobody cared about his needs, AND he was always treated like a slave, 
so no one asked if he has two shirts or just one, and if those shirts - if there would be two, by the way - 
had more holes than fabric remaining, because he had to buy them second-handed to save some of his 
meagre payment as a bass slave for Metallica, so he couldn't, besides, nearly afford the rent for his shitty 
one-room-flat, and was always living in fear to be beaten up by his fat old landlady if he was too late to 
deliver the rent, AND that he always must give the cash to her PERSONALLY to make sure she could use him 
as a sex slave, if he didn't pay enough, the greedy old witch. AND that nobody ever would have asked if he 


has a bed to sleep in, or if he had to sleep under a bridge somewhere, and .. 
James had told Lars repeatedly he would Jason knock out cold to stop him complaining. 
But Lars didn't allow him to do it, and reminded him of the costs of the dentist, who had to come up with 


false teeth for Jason if James would stop dead his fist in Jason's whining mouth. 


James said that a second-hand set of false teeth would fit Jason well enough, but then he agreed to give ONE 


BRANDNEW shirt from Metallica's merchandise to Jason PER YEAR to make him shut up. 


So, Jason actually had the ‘Master Of Puppets' AND the ‘Nothing Else Matters’, AND a ‘Justice'- hoodie 


because Lars had a weak moment. 


James hoped that Jason's closet wasn't too stuffed now. 

Because that could cause another whining about the shitty furniture at Jason's place, and that he couldn't 
think about of buying another closet the next ten years if he didn't want to become a member of the under- 
the-bridge-population because of his depths. Or a permanent sex slave of his greedy fat old landlady. 


But at this moment of James anxiously talking about his worst fears, Lars was ready to fetch one of his 
tennis rackets to teach Jason a lesson about the famous Ulrich backhand, which mercilessly could have made a 
battle field of every center court all over the world, while an admiring and pretty stunned crowd would get an 
orgasm after another just by watching Mr. Ulrich hitting down his poor counterpart to a crying and shaking 
mass of shit by his murderous backhand, and those numerous precisely placed aces during the - usually 


pretty short - matches. 


But said Mr. Ulrich had decided to rule the world by shredding the drums in a metal band, and no one had the 
courage to stop him, and after a while the people probably had some fun to watch a Danish exhibitionist 
hopping up and down behind and around the unbelievable number of bass drums, tomtoms, cymbals, snares and 


other unidentified things he could beat up. 
Also, by the years the rest of the band was used to have an always naked drummer thrashing around. 
But those Calvin-Klein boxer shorts made James furious. 


"Why, in hell, is it necessary to wear underpants on stage", he asked Lars grimly, staring at the drummer with 
icy blue eyes. "Would you go for a walk in those boxer shorts, too?" 
‘Of course", Lars told him. "Why shouldn't |? Those are CALVIN-KLEIN-BOXER SHORTS, fucker, and the shit is 


fucking expensive. What's your problem?" 


James howled. 

"Dude, everybody will think you've gone mad! Do you really think the drunken guys in the last rows of the 
stadium will notice the miniature Calvin-Klein-Logo on your fucking underwear and will know the prize of the 
shit? Fucker! Years and years I've taught you how to shower or to bathe, or not to use your fingers when 
you are eating, or not to show your dick off every time you think someone should know the shocking size of a 
Danish dick .. And now you're hitting the stage in fucking underpants, maybe in fucking not properly clean 
underpants." 


Lars eyed him up and down. 
"Ah? I'll tell you what your problem is, fucker. It's a fucking COMMON problem of the fucking USA: you guys 
are PRUDE! You are prude as an elderly and fucking frustrated old maid, the whole country is, by the way, so 


"Oh, COME ON!" James howled. "I'm used to fuck groupies in every corner all over the world, not caring if ten 
other fuckers being there, too, and giving fucking comments about my fucking style. And you son-of-a-bitch 
has the impertinence to tell me I'm PRUDE!" 


He stared at Lars with his deadly Mighty-Hettield-killer -look. 
"Take that back or you'll have to buy yourself a set of false teeth, too!" 


Lars just sighed and lifted his hands in despair. 
‘James, James, James!" His tone was somewhat condescending, as if he would talk to a three year old kid or an 
imbecile. "Don't threaten me in such a rough way. This is DISGUSTING! You can't solve your problems by 


knocking out everybody's teeth, my friend AT FIRST you have to think, and, maybe, AT SECOND you can beat 
up the other guy." 


He shook his head, disgusted, eyeing James ‘not amused’, as he liked to say. 

"I really don't know why you aren't able to remember such simple rules of behaving like a gentleman. No 
European would tolerate such caveman manners." 

James gritted his teeth. 

"Well, FUCKER! Got that, asshole! But | always have known how to use a shower!" 


Lars' chin dropped, and he stared at James, speechless, his green eyes wide open 

James grinned and patted his shoulder. 

"But don't be sad, my dear. We all know, for example, the Europeans are still busy to find out if electricity 
might be an evil trick of the devil to lure them to hell, or not" 


Chapter 3 
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Cuddling Stunts 
Chapter 3 


The show was done. 

Finally! 

James was exhausted. 

Exhausted to the point of agony, as if he had crossed the Sahara or the Valley of Death without a drop of 
water for days, as if the sun had boiled off the contents inside his head to a fuming mass of dead brain cells 
from clotting lava. 


His nerves vibrated. 


After having dragged his feet backstage into the dressing room, he barely was able to get himself on a chair, 
but he managed to perform the manoeuvre without falling flat down to the floor on his face. 

Then he groaned. 

"Thank goddess! Everything went well. No one had been injured too much, or killed. I'm SO relieved!" 


Lars, who was wrapped in his pretty threadbare old bath robe, as always, eyed him suspiciously. 
"What's up?" he asked, frowning. "Are you getting influenza, or something worse? Cholera, maybe? Have you 


eaten something without looking if it's already rotten, or not? ARE YOU DRUNK?" 


James exploded. 
‘lm NOT drunk! And | won't get the cholera, or malaria, and no rattle snake got my ass to hit it's fangs in, 
AND, also, | haven't seen a killer commando, or some snipers on the next roof, waiting to give us some extra 


piercings at strategic parts of our bodies, and .." 


Lars stared at him with big green eyes, anxiously. 
‘James, you must be feverish, | think! DON'T WORRY, DUDE! We'll bring you to the hospital at once! Everything 


will be alright soon, | promise!" 


He turned around in a hurry. "Pete, call the paramedics! And the ambulance! And the paramedics. Get some ice 
to cool James' body before the fever will shut down his organs! THIS IS AN EMERGENCY! ... Hell, where are 
those fucking paramedics? The fuckers are supposed to be here. Come on! MOVE!" 


"SHUT UP, FUCKER!" James yelled. 

"Stop that shit! I'm not ill. And l'm not feverish, asshole!" 

He took the large cup of soda which was given to him by one of their camera men, and drank greedily, eyeing 
his drummer with his special death-stare. 

Lars stared at him with his mouth still open, but everything he was able to come up with was a croak. 
James sneered. 

"What, in hell, have | done to deserve such a personnel in my fucking band. I'm fucking doomed forever!" 


He moaned. 


The show had been filmed for a video. This fact made it pretty harder for James to supervise the drummer 
and the lead guitarist to make sure that none of them thought of a quickie during the short moments of 
darkness on stage. During the Intro of "Nowhere Else To Roam", for example, while the sitar was to be heard. 


Luckily, Lars was so busy while drumming that he didn't have too much time for groping at Kirk. Just two 
situations became a little bit sexually heated, because Lars nearly fell off his drum stool by trying to squeeze 
Kirk's ass in those leather pants, at the same moment having a hard-on in his fucking Calvin-Klein-underpants. 


Danish dick, or not, the thing was visible for everyone. 


The first situation James managed pretty well. He was on the drum riser in the blink of an eye and elbowed 
Kirk, making it look like an accident. 

The lead guitarist nearly fell over his own feet, but James gripped his arm, smiling pitifully, and led Kirk off 
the drum riser. 


He saw Lars gritting his teeth. 


The second situation was a little bit more complicated 
James was busy to do the lead vocals for “Enter Sandman", and had his back to the drum riser. 


He thought Kirk was on the other side of the stage to come up with his solo, before the prayer would follow. 


But as he turned around after the last words of the verse, he nearly fainted. 

Kirk stood close to Lars, and Lars had his right hand on Kirk's ass, drumming just with his left hand and his 
feet. 

James panicked. 


Oh, no! 


The stage would be dark during the prayer, so Lars could blow Kirk, or vice versa, until the lights would come 


up again. 


Kirk just has done the last note of his solo when James tackled him, and the lead guitarist stumbled of the 
drum riser, squeaking shrilly. 
At the same moment James gripped one of the cups of ice water, which had been ready beside Lars to drink 


during the show, to compensate the lost of water by sweating himself off while drumming like a crazy 
motherfucker. 


As James emptied the icy water into Lars’ lap, the drummer gave a loud squeak and tried to get off his drum 
stool in frenzy. 

But James' had dropped the empty cup, and now his hand held Lars down with a steely clutch on the 
drummer's shoulder. 


Lars squeaked again. 


But James' molecules already had been beamed over to his microphone by good ol! Scotty, who could have 
easily send a nice Klingon's ‘Bird Of Prey' space ship , the stunned Klingons still inside, on the highway to hell at 


the same time ("Aye, Captain! Says more whisky for me - eh, | mean, the crew - in the damned galaxy!"). 


"HUSH, LITTLE BABY, DON'T SAY A WORD .." 
James voice had an evil tone - as the audience liked it - and his grin was somewhat sadistically. 


Lars seemed to have a little problem to be laid back properly, but after some seconds he got the beat. 


Jason had turned around and stared at the drummer, to see if the Dane would explode all of a sudden, and 


burn to ashes, like those fucking ‘Spinal Tap’ guys. 


James felt very good, and his cock, too. 
While finishing "Enter Sandman’ he happily thought about frost-bites in general, and then about frozen Danish 


cocks en detail. 

Maybe, the surgeons had to amputate. 

Well, on a battle field everything could happen, and a Danish cock, frozen to death, was a pretty minor 
catastrophe, maybe just something like “friendly fire". 


Besides, the Danes are supposed to be used to frost-bites. 


Yeah, an amputation would have solved the problem of the horny drummer and the make-up abusing lead 


guitarist, who then won't have to do his face like a slut any longer. 


AND the FBI could, finally, file up the ‘Mysterious vanishing of black eye shadow all over the world: A sign of 


alien infiltration? 


Now, Lars still glared at James, open-mouthed, his eyes slightly glassy. 
Then he cleared his throat. 
"Okay, James. Slow down, okay?" He patted James naked shoulder. "The show went pretty well, as you've said." 


He paused, staring at the next wall for some seconds. 
"But l'm not sure, if..." 
He turned his head and his green eyes narrowed. James held the drummer's gaze without moving a muscle in 


his face. 


"| was somewhat ... well, surprised, by some of your actions on stage." 
Lars cleared his throat again. 

"Ah? Were you?" 

James smiled. 

Lars stared at him. 


James smile deepened. 


"Fucker threw me from the drum-riser! Asshole!" 

Kirk yelled at James from the other end of the dressing room, furiously pulling down his skin tight leather 
pants, to get them off his sweaty legs. 

"He nearly KILLED me!" 

He threw his pants to the floor, showing off his naked ass to everybody in the room because he used to wear 
nothing beneath those pants, so everybody could have a better look on his perfect little ass. 


"KIRK! You are NAKED, you asshole! There are ladies in the dressing room! You can't strip in front of the 
ladies!" 

Jason nearly went hysterical, and ran across the dressing room, gripping a small towel. 

Reaching Kirk, he tried to cover his genitals, while Kirk shrieked and kicked at Jason, furiously. 

"Go away! Don't touch me! Asshole! | know EXACTLY what you are trying to do with me, you rapist! .. Someone 
help me! CALL THE COPS! CALL THE MARINES! Heeelp meee!" 


Some of the guys inside the dressing room already lay on the floor, laughing their asses off. 
James had dropped his cup of soda, because he laughed so hard that he nearly fell from his chair. 


Jason danced around Kirk, still trying to cover the shocking nakedness of the lead guitarist with his very small 
towel, while Kirk kicked at him, squealing, mooring the helplessly laughing audience, or managing to push Jason's 


hands with the towel back from his cock and his balls. 


"STOP IT, FUCKER!" Jason yelled, getting more and more desperate. "I don't wanna rape you, asshole! I'm not into 
guys with half of the world's production of make-up in their face!" 


Kirk froze on the spot. 

His dark eyes stared at Jason, filling up with tears. 

"Finally", sighed Jason, a little breathless, then he gripped another - much larger - towel on a chair nearby, 
and wrapped it around Kirk's narrow hips. 


"Here you arel Done. Good boy!" 


Kirk sniffed. 


"You are SO MEAN!" His voice was shaking. "You don't like me. You never liked me. | knew it!" 
He sniffed again. 

Jason gave a groan and covered his eyes with his right hand. 

"lm getting a headache", he murmured. "What an awful night. Everybody has gone crazy!" 
"Asshole", Kirk hissed, wiping his nose. "You are just jealous. That's all." 


Jason breathed in and out, deeply, then took his hand off his eyes and looked at Kirk. 
Kirk lifted his chin, looking very satisfied 
"Okay, sweetheart", Jason said, sighing. "Please enlighten me. Why should | be jealous? Of what, or whom, or 


whatever you are thinking of?" 


Kirk tightened his body, looking at Jason with slightly narrowed eyes. 

"That's pretty obvious, darling’, he said arrogantly. "You are sexually frustrated because you're waiting to get 
laid .." 

He paused then looked at Jason with half closed eyes, smiling. 

Jason frowned. 

"You still want to get laid - you can't wait to get laid", Kirk whispered, letting the tip of his tongue glide along 
his upper lip. 


Jason swallowed hard. His mouth felt dry. 

Kirk turned his head and looked at James and Lars on the other side of the dressing room. 

Then he clicked his tongue and looked back at Jason, eyes glistening slyly. 

"Maybe you should think about another strategy, baby! You didn't have much luck, so far, I'd say." 


Cuddling Stunts - Chapter 4 
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Cuddling Stunts 


Chapter 4 


James didn't have the nerves to take his usual after-show shower at the backstage area. 
He watched Kirk, who was giggling like a chick, and his Danish prince make their way to the showers. 
Lars whispered something into Kirk's ear, grinning, briefly looking at Jason and James then whispering again 


Again, Kirk giggled then squeaked as Lars slapped the ass of the lead guitarist playfully. 


The crazy couple and their on-going giggling let James give a loud groan. 

"What have | done to deserve to be tortured by the devil and all his demons like this?" 

Jason, who was sitting on a chair nearby, deeply sighed. 

‘Seems, those demons would like to have my ass in their hellish fires, too, dude", he murmured, shaking his 


head, and then he groaned desperately. 


James turned his head to look at Jason. 

His bass player didn't have much fun, too, as James noticed to his surprise. 
"Hey, Jase? You okay?" he asked. "What did this asshole do to you?" 

"Which asshole? Lars or Kirk?" Jason lifted his head and looked at James. 


His eyes were tired and had a glint of sadness and frustration in them. 


"Kirk." James felt tired, too. 

Jason shrugged. 

"Nothing", he answered. 

James groaned. 

‘Oh, come on, dude! | know that the little piece of shit fucked you up badly. What did he say?" 
"Nothing", Jason repeated and shrugged, again. "Nothing, what is worthy to talk about.” 


James stared at him. 
He didn't believe a word. 
Clearly, Kirk had hurt Jason's feelings, because Jason seemed to be pretty beaten 


James shook his head. 


"The fucking little slut!" He sighed. "And this fucking asshole of a drummer in fucking underwear. On stage!" 
He groaned loudly and buried his face in his hands. 
"God, what a madhouse!" 


He showered in the bathroom of his suite at the hotel, after letting himself bring over to the hotel in one of 
the limousines. 
The hotel lay in a short distance to the stadium, so James just wrapped himself in his bath robe and slung a 


towel around his neck, leaving the backstage dressing room in a hurry then hopping into the limousine. 
Usually, he would have stayed to grab some beer, and having some fun after the show with the guys. 


Or, maybe, he would get drunk enough to let himself drag to some dark corner by a groupie - or two - to get 
a blowjob. 

Maybe, if the chick would have been pretty, or if he wanted, for example, to get laid comfortably sprawled on 
his bed, some fluffy pillows underneath his head, he would have taken her to his suite to get a blowjob AND a 


ride. 


But after this show, exhausted from watching the fucking drama on stage, performed by the crazy lead 
guitarist and the Danish gnome in underwear, he just wanted to get to the hotel, take a shower, and then go to 
bed. 

That would have been great. 

He didn't want anything else. 

Just take a shower, and then bed. 


Alone. 


The hot water slowly relaxed him. The tensed muscles in his back loosened. 


He groaned, happy to be alone and without those crazy fuckers. 


He laid his forehead to the tiles of the shower, his eyes closed, and tried to slow down his pulse by breathing 


in and out deeply and calmly. 
Thinking about Kirk's extravagancy and of Lars' hand on Kirk's ass - he was sure, every fucking guy in the 


audience, drunken or stoned, or not - have seen it. 


The yellow press, also the rock magazines would slay them all, the whole band, just because of those horny 
fags. 

Slowly. 

Painfully. 

Fucking satisfied! 


James moaned. "Fucking fags", he murmured. 

"What have | done to deserve this? | just wanna play the fucking rhythm guitar and shout at the microphone. 
Nothing else." 

He moaned again, rubbing his tired eyes. 


"Il kill them. Both! Slow!" 


He shook his head in disgust and then laid back his head in the nape of his neck, closing his eyes. 
The hot water felt so good. 
"Yeah, I'll kill these fuckers .. Right after I've finished freezing their dicks to death!" 


He was wrapped in one of those really nice white bath robes of the hotel when he got to the living room of 
the suite. 

At the same moment Jason came from the other bedroom, wearing a white bath robe, too, and a towel 
around his neck. 


He was wiping off the last drops of water from his shower from his face and his ears. 


James jumped slightly. 

He hadn't heard Jason entering their suite. 

The suite had two bedrooms, and James and Jason shared a suite, Kirk and Lars the other. 
James cleared his throat, trying to hide his annoyance. 

But - fuck - wasn't it possible to have some rest after this awful evening - alone? 


Well, he had been busy to let the hot water hitting his body with full force. So, he hadn't heard anything else 
but the roar of the waterfall in his shower cubicle. 


AND Jason had the right to come in because it was his suite, too. 


‘Oh .. Jase .. Eh, you don't wanna party with the guys?" James asked, casually. "Or hitting some clubs in this 
fuckin city?" 


Jason gave him a smile. 
"No way, I'll party after this show. And no clubs, too. I'm beaten .. The show had been somewhat exhausting. 
Well, I'm getting old, that's it." 


Again, he smiled, seeming pretty relaxed to James. 

"So, you're beaten, too, James? Or didn't you just want to shower with those fucking giggling fuckers in the 
shower room backstage?" 

"Yeah!" James sighed deeply. "You exactly got it. Also, the both fuckers clearly had something more as just 
showering in their crazy minds ... | didn't have the nerve to hear them fuck like monkeys while | just wanted to 


take a shower." 


Jason grinned. 

"| thought the same", he said, amused. "Besides, I'd have been in fear during the whole set they could start 
fucking like monkeys on stage. They were DISGUSTING!" 

"Fucking right", James grinned, too. "Have you noticed my pretty fast reaction, as Lars had his fucking fingers 
on Kirk's ass when we did ‘Enter Sandman?" 

Jason laughed and looked at James, eyes sparkling. 

"That was fucking GREAT! What a pleasure to watch you pouring the icy water all over Lars." 

He chuckled. "He heard him squeak, too." 


James rubbed his hands, grinning sadistically by thinking about Lars’ trying to jump off his drum stool. 

"Yeah, | liked that, too. | poured the water in his lap, to be precise. The Danish dick needed a very cold shower 
to cool down ... Well, Kirk could have laid flat on his face after | tackled him, but he luckily managed to stay on 
his feet." 


He evilly grinned, again, very satisfied, his mood getting better and better with every minute. 


Jason flopped down on the large couch in the living room, sighing in relief. Then he looked at James. 
"You wanna watch some TV?" 


"Yeah!" James fell on the couch, too. "Don't wanna party, too. Just relax." 


Jason held the remote in his left hand, and turned his head to gaze at James. 

"No groupie to fuck?" 

James gave a groan. "I can't bear the thought of one of these fucking chicks going crazy in my bed, tonight.” 
He sighed and looked at Jason. "You planning to get laid this night?" 


Jason had his head turned to look at the TV screen while zapping from one channel to the next with the 
remote. 

He shrugged. "Maybe." 

James stared at him, somewhat confused. 

"Eh, Jase Have you invited a chick, or two, or three, to drop in later that night?" 

Jason smiled, not looking at James. "Nope." 


James stared at him. 


He didn't know what to say. 
Could it be that his bass player has lost his mind, too? Or, maybe, Jason was just pretty stoned or full of 
some other toxic stuff, and hadn't realised the crazy shit he had said. 


Then James cleared his throat. 

"Well, okay" He paused, and then continued after some seconds. "Now, while you are thinking about it .. Wanna 
grab some beer from the fridge?" 

"Yeah, that would be nice." Jason turned his head and smiled at James, eyeing the singer, eyelids slightly 
lowered. 

His bare chest with his nearly silky shimmering skin - as James noticed all of a sudden - was to be seen, 


because the upper part of his bath robe got open. 


"Oh, okay, fine ... I'll have a look into the fridge .. Ah, | hope there'll be some good stuff inside .. Well, yes, | 
think | should take a look." 


"Good idea", Jason said, smiling again. 
James gazed at him, slightly frowning, still a little bit confused. Then he got to his feet and walked over to the 
fridge of the mini bar of their suite. 


He opened it and gave a groan of satisfaction There were more than enough cans of beer in it. 


He grabbed two cans and turned around, closing the fridge with his elbow. 


He jumped and dropped the cans, staring at Jason, shocked, his eyes wide open. "JA .. JASON?" 


Jason had stripped of this bath robe and sat on the couch, relaxed, legs sprawled, his left arm casually laid on 


the backrest of the couch, smiling slightly. 


AND WITH A FUCKING HARD-ON OF BEST QUALITY! 
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James stood in the living room of the suite, frozen like a statue of marble, completely out of words, deeply 
shocked. 


He couldn't believe what he saw. 

Jason. 

Naked. 

Jason, naked. And very obviously pretty arroused. 
A nightmare, without question 


Or, maybe, Lars had been right, and James got a dangerous and life-threatening fever, or he HAD been bitten 
by a rattle snake, on stage, maybe, without even having noted it. 


He always used to be so busy on stage, singing and shouting, and shredding the songs on his guitars. Also, 
watching the lead guitarist with his heavy smokey-eyes-painting, by swaying his ass in front of the drums, 
while the Danish drummer in his Calvin-Klein-boxer shorts stared and drooled, and getting a hard-on, visible to 
everybody to the very last row of the packed stadium. 

Or said drummer constantly tried to get his fingers into the pants of said lead guitarist, so James always had 


to be ready to kill the drummer, or the lead guitarist, or both fuckers. 
So, considering all this on-going stress, James was SUPPOSED to have a burnout-syndrome. 


And seeing a naked Jason sitting on the couch of the suite's living room had to be sorta HALLUCINATION 
because of the burnout. Or, also possibly, it was an effect of the deadly toxin of the rattle snake he hadn't 
noticed biting his ass on stage, because he was too busy. 

Maybe, his brain was just shutting down because of too much input. 


Or it was the beginning of dementia 
That would have been nice. 


lf there weren't these hallucinations. 


James gazed at Jason - or rather at Jason's erect cock - with his blue eyes wide open, not even blinking. 
Jason seemed to be pretty REAL. 

No hallucination at all. 

Shit! 

James swallowed hard. Then he swallowed hard, again. 


Then he managed to croak, and then swallowed AGAIN. 


"Ja... Ja... Jason .. you have .. there is ..", he paused to clear his throat. "Well, there's .. THIS THING .." 
He pointed at Jason's cock, his hand shaking slightly. "| wanna say .. WHAT'S THIS?" 
He still stared at " the thing’. 


Jason slightly bent his head and briefly looked down at his hard-on. 

Then he lifted his head, again, and gave James an innocent and bright smile, while he stroked his cock lightly. 
"Oh, THIS?" 

He smiled again, boyish and casually. 


"This is a penis, James .. Haven't you seen anything like THIS, yet? Well, boys usually HAVE a penis. Mostly.’ 


His fingertips glided along the shaft to the cock's head, and then back to the base, very slowly and softly. 
James swallowed. He couldn't look away. 

Jason chuckled. "Now, | may assume, you have a penis, TOO, James ... If you haven't got done a somewhat - 
well, very special - surgery lately. But, in that case, maybe, you just wanted to keep your little secret to 


yourself, so | won't ..” 
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" 


James abruptly tightened his body and glanced at Jason with those flaming Mighty-Hettield killer eyes, ready 
to explode. 
"You must be out of your fucking mind’, he yelled at Jason. "I know what a fucking pen .. a cock is, fucker!" 


"Very well", Jason answered softly and smiled. "I'm really, really glad to hear that First moment, | started to 


fear that you might not be able to tell a cock from a foot or an arm, or worst, THE THING would frighten you 


to death." 


"Aarrgghh! That's enough now!" James shouted, getting furious more and more. 

"Fucker! Why do you show off your fucking dick to me, asshole? | didn't tell you to strip." 

"Oh!" Jason gave him an innocent smile. "That's right. You didn't ask me to strip ..But, you see, there are no 
ladies around. If there were ladies around, | wouldn't have stripped. l! m not Kirk, y'know." 


James groaned out loudly and desperately. 

"Why, in hell, does everybody want to show his dick off to innocent people, which didn't ask the fucking owner 
of the dick if they might get a look on said dick? .. Okay, Lars doesn’t count. He's a notorious exhibitionist, and, 
maybe, no one in Denmark ever told him that he couldn't drop his pants everywhere without warring. They are 


pretty mad and totally without shame, those Scandinavian pricks." 


He ran his fingers through his blond hair, shaking his head. 
Then he gave a desperate groan. 


‘Oh, my God! What have | done to deserve this?" 


Jason came up to his feet, smoothly and effortlessly. 

James stared at him, open-mouthed, horrified 

Then, all of a sudden, Jason stood in front of him, his eyes still on James’, his naked body nearly touching 
James’. 

James wasn't able to look away. 

He couldn't even move a muscle. 

He felt the heat of Jason's body, smelt Jason's body lotion, the shampoo he always used to wash his hair. 


Jason's cologne. 


Jason continued to look into James's eyes, and at the same time, he gently loosened the belt of James’ bath 
robe. 

Slowly he opened the bath robe. 

His fingertips touched James' naked skin, smoothly sliding to James’ waist, and back to his chest. 


James shivered. 

But he didn't push back Jason. 

Jason's fingers caressed James bare chest, just like a feather. 
James didn't move, his eyes were still locked with Jason's. 


Then Jason sank his head and let his gaze slide down along James' body at his cock 


And there was no way for James to hide his erection. 


He was fully erect and in wait of being touched, his balls aching. 


"Wow", Jason whispered. 
He closed his fingers around James’ cock. Then he stroked him, feeling the heat, and the hardness of this 
delicate part of James’ body, too. 


James breath came faster, and he shivered again, more violently. 


"What .. what are you doing?" he asked, but it was barely a whisper, his voice very hoarse. 
Those fingers on him felt so good. 


Jason smiled. 

"I think, we should do some scientific studies", he whispered back, his lips now close to James. "To know what 
we are dealing with." 

"To know what .. what are we dealing with .. what?" 

James breathed in when Jason's warm breath touched his skin. 


Jason's lips lightly caressed James’, just a moment long. James felt his bass player's smile. 


"With the sexual activity of the drummer and the lead guitarist of our band", Jason answered lowly and 
quietly. "| think, we have to do our very best to understand why Kirk and Lars are so much devoted to having 


sex everywhere they are, maybe on stage, if you would let them do it." 


James gave a brief nod. 
‘| see", he whispered 


Waves of lust and arousal shot through his body. 


What, in hell, was going on? 
Oh god, and there were Jason's lips on his again, caressing. 


James gave a sigh of pleasure without wanting to do this. 


The next moment Jason had to stop stroking James’ cock, because James tried to thrust his hard-on into his 
fist violently, moaning and sighing. 
But Jason didn't want him come so soon. 


So he let James calm down a little bit. 


"Now, | thought that it could be very interesting - and necessary, by the way - to try to do what those 
fuckers do, too. Somewhat informative, y'know", he said. 

"You think so?" James frowned. "I'm not sure we should do .. Aaaahhhh .. oh, my God .. JASE! WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING?" 


Jason was on his knees all of a sudden, and busied himself in getting James’ cock in his mouth, as deep as 
possible. 
James groaned helplessly, gripping Jason's hair. 


"Ooohhh .. Stop it .. Don't do that", he stammered. "Please, let go .. Aaaahhhh!" 


He threw his head in the nape of his neck, his eyes closed, mouth open, moaning. 


Jason moaned, too. 
His hands were on James' hips now, and held him, his nails biting in the smooth skin there. 


James wasn't able to stop himself from thrusting into Jason's hot mouth. 


And at the same time he sucked in deeply. 
His fingers cramped into the bass player's hair. 


Then he managed to let his head fall forward to look at Jason. 

It was so hot! 

Jason sucked him off like hell, as if James’ cock was a forbidden fruit, and had to be eaten greedily. 
"Ooohhhh", James groaned. "Oh, my God!" 


Jason's right hand was on his balls now, massaging them. 


James cried out. His legs started to tremble, and he felt his orgasm coming up quickly. 
"Oh, good ... yes .. good ... goodgoodgoodgoodGOOODDD!" 


Then Jason deep-throated him - his whole lengths. 

Effortlessly. 

James cried out loud, again and again, while the spasms of his orgasm shook his body, and he came hard and in 
multiple pulses. 

Jason swallowed without gagging, but groaning deeply. 


James' body went rigid, while he squeezed his eyes shut. He panted in frenzy. 
He couldn't even cry any longer. 


The lights around him seemed being switched off all of a sudden Everything went dark. 


Then, abruptly, his body complety lost his muscle tonus, his hands fell from Jason's hair - and James lost 


consciousness. 
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James moaned, feeling pretty weakly, his breath was still a little bit accelerated. 

He tried to rub his face with his left hand, but failed because his arm was too limp, and felt like a very heavy 
weight. So, his arm dropped back where it had been before - on something smooth, what felt like a silken sheet 
on a bed, maybe. 

Whatever! 

He was S000 relaxed! 

He lay on his back, his eyes closed, and slowly regained consciousness, feeling like he was drifting up from the 
blue depths of an ocean to the surface, his body gently caressed, and, finally, free of all the tension he had 


suffered from. 


He moaned, again, then slightly turned his head to the left side where he sensed the presence of another body, 
but didn't open his eyes, yet. His eyelids felt too heavy to lift. 


Soft lips touched his. 

Gently. 

Just lightly brushing his. 

James' lips parted slightly. 

Then, those caressing lips were gone all of a sudden. 


Again, James moaned quietly, wanting his lips to be touched again. 


Still, his body felt too relaxed to move, so he had to wait, his lips craving. 

Gentle fingers stroked his face, his closed eyelids, fingertips playing softly with his eyelashes then gliding along 
his cheek to his lips. 

James sighed in deep pleasure as the fingertips slowly explored the shape of his mouth, first following the line 
of the upper lip then gliding along the lower lip. 

"Oh", he whispered with a soft sigh. "So good ... It's so good." 

He breathed in deeper, opening his lips slightly more. The caressing of those fingertips didn’t stop. 

Again, waves of pleasure rolled through his body, crawling from his toes to the skin on top of his head, and 


made him shiver. 


He didn't remember having felt so good in a long time. 


After a while he was able to slowly lift his left arm, and he touched the other one's face, still letting his eyes 


closed because it felt so intensive. 


The fingertips on his lips continued to caress them, while James’ fingers softly explored the lips which had 


been on his just some minutes ago. 


Then he let his fingers slide along the other's jaw line, to his ear, and then to the nape of his neck. He felt the 
soft and slightly curly hair there, and played with the locks. 


Now his partner gave a quiet moan James felt warm breath touch the skin in his face. 


He laid his hand to the back of the head with those soft locks, and gently pulled him down, so their lips met. 


Both men sighed - Jason and James at the same time - feeling the deepest pleasure without the anxiety of 


being convicted of sexual perversion 
It felt so right to James. 


He never would have thought that being with a guy could feel so good. Not even for a second he tried to make 
his brain think he was with a chick. No chick could have kissed like Jason 


Or would have got him pass out by simply blowing him. 


The kiss deepened, and their tongues touched and explored the other one's mouth. 
James tasted the remnants of his orgasm, caught the flavour of his own ejaculate in Jason's mouth - another 


man's mouth. 


He never had done this before - not, if he had been fully aware of his senses, and not been drunken about his 


ass, so that he couldn't remember what he had done in his drunken blackout. 


Now his senses were back completely, and he sighed and moaned softly, stroking Jason's head, and then sliding 
his hand to his upper back. He felt the hardness of Jason's well trained muscles beneath his fingertips, and the 
silkiness of the skin. 


James lifted his right arm, too, and his hand glided along Jason's upper arm to his shoulder, and stayed there. 
He opened his eyes, his eyelids still wanting to fall shut again, because of their heaviness. 


Jason lifted his head slightly, after letting go of James: lips. 

His eyes were heavy lidded, too, his long eyelashes casting delicate shadows on the irises, letting them shimmer 
of a darker blue as usual. 

James smiled. 

Jason smiled, too. 

Then he gently kissed James one more time, just for a second, before lifting his head, again, to look into James’ 


eyes. 


"What happened?" James asked, still hoarsely. 
Jason smiled. 


"You've passed out, baby, during your orgasm." 


"Mmmhhh!" James sighed, deeply relaxed, his eyes closing, again. "Yes, | think .. | think | can remember 
something .. Mmmhhh, what a fantastic orgasm ... Oh, sooo good." 


He stretched his body lazily. 


Then he opened his eyes and looked into Jason's. 


"How did you do this?" 


Jason smiled. 


"| don't know", he answered. "I just did it" 


He stroked James’ face gently and slowly. 
He thought the blond lion would have started to purr every moment. 


James thought about the things he could remember. 
"So, | passed out?" he asked then 
"What happened after I've passed out?" 


Jason's smile was somewhat amused. 


"I got you before you fell to the floor", he answered. "Well, | .. | got you over my shoulder .." 
"Over your shoulder?" James stared at Jason in disbelief. 


"Yeah. You fell, and | quickly got you like this, so | was able to hold you somewhat firmly. Then | carried you to 
my bedroom and laid you down on the bed." 

He smiled again. "So, you are still lying there, because | had to lay myself down, too, after getting your pretty 
ass into my bed" 


He softly laughed. 


"Do you know how difficult it is to carry an unconscious guy?" 


James laughed, too. 

‘lm sorry", he said. "I didn't plan to pass out, really." 

He stroked Jason's shoulder with his fingers. 

It has been a little bit .. overwhelming .., | have to admit. |.. | never thought about getting a blowjob from one 
of my band mates .. And, well, you see ... I've never would have thought you ... you would do this ... baby." 


Jason looked at him with heavy lidded eyes. 

Then he breathed in deeply. 

"we waited such a long time to do this. Much too long. | was an idiot" 

"Oh!" James stared at him, his eyes now wide open. "But why ..? What happened ..? Why now .." 

"Kirk", Jason answered with a wry smile. "The little fucker seems to be out of his mind all the time, but that's 
not true. He secretly watches every single move what's going on around his ass, and he really got me with the 
things he told me after the show." 


"Damned little fag!" James murmured. "I knew it! He'd hurt you." 


Jason shook his head. 


"Maybe, at first moment", he said. "I was shocked, | must admit. But then it got pretty clear to me, that | 
would never get what | want if | wouldn't make the first move .. So, | made the first move, well aware of the 


risk to get beaten up badly by you." 
A long silence followed. 


James looked into Jason's eyes. 
Jason didn't look away. 


None of them said a word. 


Then James pulled down Jason's head at his, again, and kissed his lips. 
They both closed their eyes when the kiss deepened. 
James let his free arm slide around Jason's waist, and Jason didn't resist as James draw him closer to his 


body. 


Their heated skin touched from chest to thighs. Jason got his arm around James’ shoulders to hold him close. 
Their breath came fast. 

The kiss became more and more passionate, and both men started to moan softly. 

Jason brought his left leg between James'. 


Their hard cocks touched, then, without even breaking the kiss, they started to rub one fully erect cock to 
the other, instinctively moving their hips to intensify the feeling of the growing arousal. 


"Oh, my God", Jason whispered. "| want you so much, James." 
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When James put his plate with the bacon, the scrambled eggs and some slices of toast on it on the table in 
the hotel's breakfast restaurant, Kirk lifted his head to glance at his band mate. 
While James took a seat, Kirk's dark eyes - made up by a subtle tinge of grey eye shadow and, of course, 


some eyeliner and mascara - briefly scrutinized him, before he concentrated on his own plate, again. 


He had been busy cutting up an orange to microscopic small pieces, doing his very best to perform the 


microsurgery on an innocent fruit pretty accurately to get perfectly similar pieces. 
For his muesli, as always. 


If Kirk didn't get his muesli every morning, as he liked it, the prima donna usually bitched around the rest of 
the day, until everybody was pretty exhausted and considered of cruelly torturing a certain lead guitarist until 
he would shut up. 


And he always had to add some extra fruits, which he had slaughtered by his own hands, to the muesli of the 
pretty luxury hotel's breakfast buffet they are used to stay now, as if the selection of already freshly cut up 


fruits there wouldn't fit his needs for vitamins in any way. 


And he always acted like a specialist in microsurgery by killing those fruits. 
James mostly had to stare on everything or anybody else in the restaurants, because he feared to lose his 


control and to slaughter Kirk, too, if he couldn't stand the extravagancy of his lead guitarist any longer. 


Now, Kirk glanced at James' plate in disgust. 

"You shouldn't eat these unhealthy things, James. The level of cholesterol in your blood will kill you pretty 
soon, if you won't stop eating so much fat. Besides, too much fat, especially fat coming from ANIMALS, always 
ruins your TEINT, and it is so difficult to get your skin smooth and... " 


James breathed in deeply. 


"Good morning to you, too, Kirk", he said, giving the lead guitarist an extra sweetish smile. "And, now, will you, 


PLEASE, fucking MIND YOUR OWN FUCKING BUSSINESS ... If you are able to manage to do that, fucker.” 


Lars, who sat at the right side of Kirk, lowered the "New York Times" he was - as usual in the morning - 
reading. 


He eyed James up and down in disgust then gave a sneer. 


"Would you be so nice to NOT yell at Kirk so early in the morning, James? This isn't exactly the behaviour of a 


gentleman, y'know." 


James groaned and gave Lars the Mighty-Hetfield-Death-Stare. 

"As if some people in our band, which wouldn't be able to tell a shower from a hair dryer or a toilet's bowl, if 
some other people in the band wouldn't have taught them years and years how to do that, are supposed to 
tell me ANYTHING about a gentleman's behaviour." 


Lars lifted his chin, and glanced at James pretty arrogantly. 
"My dear James - | really don't know what you are talking about ..” 


There was a chuckle to hear, coming from Kirk. 

He tried to suppress another chuckle. 

Lars frowned, staring at him. 

"What?" 

"Nothing! .. H's nothing." 

Kirk hastily tried to hide his grin behind the hand he quickly had lifted to cover his mouth. 


Again, Lars sneered, narrowing his green eyes. 
"I really don't know why | wanna have your ass in my bed, fucker" he told Kirk, again very arrogantly. "You US- 


Americans used to be S0 disgusting. Without any culture. It is UNBELIEVABLE!" 


"Shut up, fucker", James shot back. "I don't think that a guy, who notoriously wears underpants on stage, 
should even THINK ABOUT culture." 


"Asshole", Lars murmured, and lifted his "New York Times", again. 


James just grinned. 


He had ordered coffee for two persons, and the waitress brought the thermo jugs at their table, also the two 


glasses of freshly pressed orange juice. 
James thanked her, and gave her his never failing Hetfield-charming-smile. 
"You are welcome, Sir", she said, slightly blushing. 


He smiled again. 


As the waitress was gone, Lars lowered his newspaper once again, and glanced at James as if he had 


transformed into an ugly spider or some guinea pig all of a sudden 


Kirk stared at him, too, then at the glasses of juice and the two thermo jugs. 
He blinked several times, and looked back at James. 


Lars cleared his throat. 


"You wanna say something?" James asked in casual tone. 
He took one glass of juice and drained it, while his two band mates seemed to be somewhat irritated. The 


second glass of orange juice still stood there. 
"Well ..", Lars started to say, after he had looked at Kirk, who just shrugged, then paused. 


"Yes?" James smiled brightly. "What is it?" 


Lars cleared his throat, nervously. 


"Well, | wanted to say .." 


"Hi, guys! What a nice day, isn't it?" 


Jason put his plate on the table and sat down, smiling brightly at a startled Lars and at Kirk, then looking at 
the table. 


"Oh, coffee and orange juice already here?" 


He turned his head and smiled at James. 


"You are such a darling, James!" 


James smiled back at him, his blue eyes sparkling. 

He laid his left hand in the nape of Jason's neck, pulled the bass player's head to his, and softly kissed Jason's 
lips. 

Then he solved his lips and said: "You're welcome, baby!" 


Lars dropped the spoon, he held in his right hand, to the floor, deeply shocked, staring at James and Jason 
open-mouthed. 

"Huh? What in hell.. what ...2" 

The newspaper in his other hand dropped, too. 


Kirk elbowed him, slightly grinning. 


He wasn't shocked in any way. 


The drummer turned his head and looked at Kirk, his green eyes wide open. 


"Tell me, I'm just hallucinating", he begged, completely confused. "I'm hallucinating, well?" 


Kirk shrugged while he poured himself another cup of tea. 

"You know how much | hate lying to you, babe", he answered in an amused tone. "So, | must tell you .. Please, 
don't faint, or hurt yourself by falling down to the floor .. The truth is, you AREN'T hallucinating. Isn't that 
nice? .. Besides, we didn't do any coke or any other stuff the last night, because we were too busy to fuck our 


brains out .. No way you are hallucinating!” 


‘Oh, my Godl" Lars buried his face in his hands and groaned. 
Then he lifted his head and glanced at James, who innocently smiled at him. 


| KNEW IT! You've lost your mind! Completely! Oh, my God!" 
He groaned, again, and ran his fingers through his hair. 
"What now? We are doomed! Our singer is gone mad all of a sudden! WE ARE DOOMED!" 


Jason laughed, seeming very amused to see Lars’ confusion. 
"You didn't mention the BASS PLAYER, darling’, he said, grinning evilly. "What about the bass player? Isn't he 


out of his mind, too?" 


"God help us! WE ARE DOOMED! We are FUCKING DEAD!" 
Lars shook his head, desperately and confused. 
"I KNEW everybody has gone crazy the same moment James poured that fucking ice water down on me, while 


| was drumming my ass off .." 


"Yeah! FUCK! Hell of a fuck!" 

James grinned and rubbed his hands. 

"One of my best fucking ideas, I'm proud to say .. Maybe you really drummed your ass off, you Danish porn 
addict, but your cock needed to be cooled down .. Drumming and trying to get into the pants of the lead 


guitarist at the same time, well .." 
He clicked his tongue and shook his head. 


"No fucking good idea, I'd like to say. Well, now, most of our fans know about the exhibitionistic impulses of a 


certain drummer, who-should-not-be-named, but there had been LADIES in the audience, too .. And | think we 
don't want to get too much of those ladies having a heart attack because the drummer, who-should-not-be- 


named, isn't able to NOT showing off his fucking Danish dick in his fucking Calvin-Klein-underwear." 


He turned his head to look at Jason, grinning. 
"If there are ladies around, no GENTLEMAN would enter the stage in underwear, or, worst, show his fucking 
dick off .. Am | right, baby?" 


Jason quickly placed a kiss on James’ lips. 
"As always, baby’, he answered, also grinning. Rule number one: don't show off your dick when ladies are 


around! Not even a Danish dick." 


Lars gave a groan and tugged at his hair. 

"No, no, no, no, no! NO! NOOO!" 

His face was red because of his fury. 

He gritted his teeth, ready to explode every moment. 


Kirk slapped the hand in Lars' hair to stop him tugging at it. 
"Larsie, how often have | told you, you should NOT rip out your hair? Your fingers are NOT SUPPOSED to be in 


your hair.” 

He sighed deeply while Lars stared at him with his mouth open, his green eyes wide open, too. 

Kirk gave him another slap, looking very disgusted. 

Then he glanced at James and Jason, his dark eyes with the nice eyeliner on them full of the endlessly pain he 
had to suffer. 


"Do you know what cruel punishment it means to me, to be doomed to teach a Danish barbarian how to 


behave - over and over and over again? WHAT HAVE | DONE TO DESERVE THIS?" 
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Chapter 8 


After they guys had finished their breakfast without any more catastrophes, Lars and Kirk had to do an 
interview with a journalist of a well-known rock magazine and his photographer, while James and Jason went 
back o their suite to finish packing. 

They had to catch their plane to another city in another country to another gig, as scheduled. 

The day was off, but all they would see were the limousine, the airport's VIP-lounge, the first-class-seats in 
the plane, then another limousine, another hotel lobby - a twin of the hotel lobby they had left some hours 


ago -, and then another suite. 


But none of them complained. 


They had wanted it, and they got it, finally. 
It was hard work to get to the top - and to stay there. 


But they always did a pretty good job, and everybody knew the four of them played their asses off, to make 
their fans feel good, and to fucking have the right to earn that money they did. 


But James sometimes was coming near a heart attack, because Kirk always couldn't remember the city - or 


country - in which the band was staying at the moment. 
The lead guitarist was incredibly stupid, as James told him over and over again 


James suspected that Kirk constantly got lost in his own house because of his poor orientation skills, too. 


Maybe, he didn't find his bedroom or the kitchen for hours, wandering through the house, without knowing how 
it had happened that he dad been captured in this maze of no return, starving, sleepless, desperately crying 
for help. 


Or he simply couldn't remember where the exit of his house might have been, or whatever. 


"What in hell do you have inside your head, Kirk? Could be nothing like a brain! A black hole, I'd say’, James 
exploded, as Kirk had been pretty shocked after leaving a plane during one of their tours, because of a snow- 
blizzard in Rio de Janeiro. 


"This is MOSCOW, fucker! MOSCOW! In RUSSIA! Now, listen, fucker, | wanna repeat that for the black hole in 
your head: we are in MOSCOW, you idiot! IN RUSSIA! Do you really think its fucking snowing like hell in Rio de 


Janeiro?" 
"Moscow? We are in Moscow? Really? You sure?" 


Kirk had looked at him with his dark eyes wide open 
"What are we doing in Moscow? .. Oh, God, we had been on the wrong plane! We are supposed to be in Rio." 


James had groaned, desperately. 
"Kirk, you are as stupid as a rock .. No! Wait a minute! | wanna take that back! Every ordinary rock is pretty 
much brighter than youl" 


"Don't be so MEAN to me! How should | know all these awful cities all over the world? It is so DIFFICULT!" 


Then, Kirk had given him his best puppy-eye-look, inclusively glittering tears in them, followed by pouting and 
trembling of his lips. 


‘Im just a guitar player. I'm always SO busy to thinks about my solos, and how to look good on stage. AND, 
besides, no one ever is interested in giving the shitty guitar player ANY information about ANYTHING! 
Everybody thinks I'm USELESS! I'm just good enough to play those riffs, and | can't even sing, and NOBODY 
EVER likes me!" 


Now, James threw his toiletries inside his suitcase, finished his packing with a layer of not very neatly folded 


t-shirts and jeans, and tried to close the thing, using raw power, as usual. 


But, also, as usual, the manoeuvre failed 


He always didn't notice that pretty small piece of a shirt, or of one of his boxer shorts, or the well-known evil 
"Sock of Destiny’, which had waited exactly until this moment to sabotage James’ efforts to finish packing. 


"Shit! 


He re-opened the suitcase and tried to rearrange his stuff. Then he noted the pair of sneakers beneath the 
chair in front of the writing desk. 


"Oh fuck!" 


He gritted his teeth and grabbed the shoes, while he felt his blood pressure coming up. 
He hated packing! 


The Devil in persona must have invented the torture of getting packed a suitcase. 


James stuffed the sneakers on top of his shirts, not interested in the possibility that those sneakers could be 
dirty and ruin his shirts. 


Then he violently closed the suitcase. 
The locks clicked shut. 


"Aaaahhh! Done!" 

James breathed a sigh of relief, smiling happily. 

He carried the suitcase and his sports bag to the living room. One of the hotel's pages soon would be there to 
bring the luggage to the limousine. 


James put his luggage down on the floor of the suite's living room. 
From the other bedroom of the suite soft whistling was to be heard. 
The melody was a happy one. 


James didn't recognise the song, but that did not matter in any way. 


He opened the half closed door to Jason's bedroom and glanced inside. 
Jason closed his suitcase at this very moment, still whistling. 


He heard James and turned his head. 
"Hey", he said and smiled. "You ready?" 


James felt deep warmth inside him, growing up from his toes to his head, while he was taking in Jason's smile 


and the tenderness in his eyes. 


He stood there, motionless, just staring at Jason. 

He still couldn't believe what had happened. 

He hadn't known that he wanted to be loved like this. 

And that he wanted to love like this. 

Jason still smiled at him as he walked over to James and stood in front of him, not touching him. 
They just looked at each other. 

Then, James lifted his right hand and gently stroked Jason's temple and cheek with his fingertips. 


Jason closed his eyes. 
James slowly wrapped his other arm around Jason's waist, pulled his lover close to his body, and then he 


kissed him. 


They both melted into the kiss, sighing softly in deepest pleasure. 


Jason's arms came around James’ neck, and his fingers ran through James's blond hair, caressing it. 
He was not as tall as James, and James liked that. 

But he liked Jason's well trained muscles, too. 

And his skin. 

And the slim legs of the bass player. 


He felt good in his arms. 


And he had been a lover who had made James a helpless and needy and pleading addict of his love. 
One night was everything he had needed. 


And James still didn't exactly know how it had happened. 


None of the band seemed to like Jason the "Newkid". 
He was born to be tortured by always drunken, frustrated and angry band mates, let himself make a fool just 
to entertain the others. 


Always the loser. 


But he never said a word. 


Just waited. 

He was never interested in Kirk or Lars. 
Or in another guy. 

It had been always James. 


No one else. 


But he got desperate more and more because James didn't seem to notice Jason's wordless offers, to comfort 


and love him. 
No way! 


Because James was the straightest guy in the whole galaxy. 
And everybody knew about the fact: 


James was furious because of Lars' and Kirk's on-going damaging of the macho image of the band. 
The fucking lead guitarist looking like a drag queer! 


The fucking drummer always half naked, babbling away, without even thinking about the consequences before 
opening his fucking mouth. 


Now, Kirk's bickering words after their last show made Jason somewhat angry. 


He thought about his chances - and the risks, if he would try to seduce James. 
James had could have beaten the shit out of him. 

But he didn't. 

He didn't even push him away, as Jason sucked him off. 


And then Jason had to be quick to catch James’, as he got unconscious all of a sudden because of his hard 
orgasm, and to make sure that James’ body couldn't hit the floor. 


He had got the unconscious James over his right shoulder, gripping his legs. Then he had to get up on his own 
feet without falling down, or letting go James' limp body. 


To carry him to his bedroom wasn't easy, too. 


James was very tall, and, logically, couldn't move a finger to help Jason. 


But Jason managed it. 
After he had laid James down on his bed, he stood there, panting, not knowing what to do now. 


He looked after James’ pulse and pulled open his eyelids to make sure the pupils reacted to the light. 
Then he crawled into the bed, too, and brought James’ body to a more comfortable position, gently pulling the 
blankets over both of them. 


James started to moan, and Jason kissed him softly, stroking him, until James fully regained consciousness, and 


then kissed back Jason, letting him feel his tender affection 
Then, after a while James had back his energy and his desire, and wanted to be taken by Jason. 


First, Jason was a little bit insecure if he really should top James the lion, but then he realised James's needs. 


And did what James had asked him to do. 
It felt so good. 


And right. 


"You ready, too?" James whispered, after they had kissed and taken in the other one's body warmth and scent, 
enjoying the pleasure to hold and to be held. 


Jason gave a nod and smiled. 
James smiled back, stroking Jason's cheek. 


“Then let's go!" 
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MAZE OF ICE 


A veil of black covered my soul 
A hundred years, or more 

| couldn't move, | couldn't feel 

| couldn't love, and had no will 
To stay 

No will to stay 


Now, come and touch 

| wanna let you deep inside 
My maze of ice 

Bring in your light 

Bring in your light 


My fortress’ walls had been from ice 
No life but freezing death 

| crawled inside that endless maze 
Echoes of darkness all around 

My soul 

My dying soul 


Now, | want your touch 
| wanna let you deep inside 
My maze of ice 


Bring me your light 


Bring me your light 
Ill let you deep inside 


So deep inside 


Inside 


Lars quickly snatched the notepad from James' hands, to get a better look on the words James had scribbled 


down on it. 

James jumped in his First-class-seat, trying to get the notepad back from Lars. 

"GIVE THAT BACK TO ME, FUCKER!" he yelled. "Fuck ..!" 

"Shshshshshsh" 

Lars grinned and shook his head, while he backed off, James’ notepad firmly holding to his chest: 


"Not so loudly, James! Don't you yell at me, PLEASE?" 


He ostentatiously looked around in First Class, his eyebrows raised, to let James know he shouldn't make a fool 


out of himself - and the whole band - because of his gutter manners. 


James gritted his tears. 


This damned Dane was a pain in the ass! 

If it had been possible he would have thrown Lars off the plane - without a parachute, of course. 

The fucker always would have enough time to think about a strategy to talk Earth into not letting him hit the 
ground. 

The fucker would come to the ground softly like a fucking Danish snowflake. 


Guys like Lars didn't need parachutes. 


"Lars", James said, lowering the volume of his voice, his blue eyes narrowed. 


"If | were you | would hand that back to me - if you didn't wanna die a sudden death!" 


"Awww, James!" 
Lars gave him his nicest Lars-smile. 


"You are sooo cutel Always ready to frighten pretty innocent people to death. How charming you are!" 


He glanced at the notepad. 
Let's see .. What's there? Oh, some lyrics! Good boy! Always on duty, aren't you?" 


He smiled at James, again. 


James just groaned. 


He had been concentrated deeply on his new lyrics, so, he hadn't noticed Lars sneaking up behind him. 


The guy was like a snake, slithering along without a sound. 


Slithering along - while his Danish snake eyes would be busy scanning for his next victim. 
And then he would have been there with his deadly fangs, to make an easy catch on said innocent victim. 


Easily - and mercilessly. 


Now, he sat down on the seat on the opposite of James and read the lyrics. 
He didn't move a muscle in his face. 


But his green eyes slightly widened. 
James crossed his arms and didn't say anything, watching Lars. 
He knew Lars needed his time to let the verses sink in. 


Lars read the lyrics again, very concentrated to the words. 


Then he lifted his head, and his green eyes studied James’ face. 


James still didn't move. 

"This is beautiful’, Lars softly said. 

James lowered his eyelids in a sudden feeling of anxiety and shyness. 
His cheeks heated. 

He didn't know what to say. 


Lars just waited. 


Then, James cleared his throat, and looked at Lars. 


Blue eyes met green. 


"Thank you", he said in a low voice, still shyly. 
‘lm glad you like it" 


Lars smiled, and glanced at the notepad, again. 


"You wanna do a power ballad, as | may assume?" 

James shrugged. 

"Don't know .. There are one or two riffs lim thinking about." 

He cleared his throat again, nervously. 

"We haven't done a ballad lately." 

"No love ballad, that's right", Lars calmly answered. 

Silence. 

Then, Lars whispered, eyelids dropped: "| didn't know, you could be so .. so sad .. as it seems to me now, James 
„l'm ... 'm sorry." 


He lifted his eyelids, and his green eyes were full of pain when he looked at James. 


James slightly shuddered. 
"Is okay", he whispered, too. "I didn't know it myself .. So, | was pretty shocked, as .." 


James looked from Lars to Jason, who stood some metres apart from them, his back turned to them, while he 


talked to his bass tech, using his hands and feet, as usual, to make himself clear. 


Jason was always full of energy. 


James slightly smiled. 


The guy had made love to him for hours during the last night - and wouldn't have stopped, if James would not 


have passed out a second time after Jason fucked him to an orgasm of nearly agonizing intensity. 
James never would have thought, he would be able to scream in his pleasure like this, completely out of 
words. 

Just screaming. 


And passing out again. 


After he had got back his senses, he and Jason just cuddled, and, after a while, they both fell asleep. 


Lars glanced over to Jason, too, then back at James. 


"Wow", he softly said. "You pretty got on his hook, right?" 


James gave him a shy smile, slightly blushing. 


"Don't know .. Well, yes .. Maybe .. Oh, my God! |... | don't know, but .." 


He buried his face in his hands and gave a groan 


‘Oh, my Godl l'm feeling like a fucking sixteen year old teen. Totally helpless .. That drives me CRAZY!" 


Lars chuckled. 
He hadn't seen James like this since ... when? 


He bent over to James and patted his knee. 


James breathed in deeply. 
He lifted his head and looked at Lars. 


"I must have gone mad", he said. 


Lars shook his head, amused, and laughed. 
"| wouldn't say so", he answered. "Well, | think Jason would easily get ME going mad as hell, in the blink of an 
eye, but." 


He glanced at the notepad with the lyrics, again, and lifted his eyebrows. 


Then, his green eyes met James' blue once more. 


"But if the guy has the power to melt down a fortress of ice with an endlessly and darkly maze inside - so, | 
think it's fucking okay when he'll use his power to get you transformed into a fucking HAPPY sixteen year old 
fucker." 
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Jason sat down in the seat on James’ left side again after having finished his discussion with his bass tech. 
Lars had left James alone, and was not to be seen. Kirk wasn't to be seen, too. 


It wasn't too difficult to conclude that one of the First Class' restrooms - locked, of course, to James' relief - 


had something to do with "The secret of the vanished drummer and his lead guitarist”. 


Now, James turned his head to look at Jason, and their eyes met. 
"Hey, you", Jason said and smiled, his blue eyes sparkling. 


A wave of warmth flooded James’ body, took his breath for a moment, and made him shiver slightly. 


So, he needed some seconds to answer. 
"Hey, you", he softly said in a low voice, smiling, too. 


Then he looked down at his lap. 
He had his hands there with his fingers loosely lying on his thighs. 


Now, his left hand slowly made her way over to Jason until he got the fingertips near enough to touch Jason's 


right hand, very gently, shyly. 


Jason glanced down, too. 
He turned his hand to open his fingers and palm. Then, the back of his hand laid on his thigh, the fingers bent, 


relaxed. 


Now, James' fingertips were on Jason's palm, touching the skin there softly. Then they slided along Jason's 
fingers, and finally, reached the tips of those fingers. 


Jason hadn't moved. 


His breath was steady, but came in shorter intervals as usual. 


So did James’. 
He turned his head to look at Jason, and Jason looked at him. 
Their fingers’ touch intensified. 


Jason briefly scanned the nearby seats from the corners of his eyes. 


No one else than the band or members of their crew were in First Class - Lars always didn't want to have "a 


spy" sneaking around the band. 

Nobody was looking at James and Jason at the very moment. 

Jason sank his eyelids, as he bent over to touch James’ lips with his. 
James gave a soft sigh, and closed his eyes, parting his lips. 


Shivers ran through his body, when Jason's lips started to caress his. 


God, he hadn't been kissed like this before. 


He never would have thought that the simple touch of two pairs of lips could cause so much tenderness, 


crawling through his body, and gliding like a warm breeze of a summer's day over his skin, relaxing him deeply. 
He opened his eyes a little bit and saw Jason's closed eyes, and those long, dark, and beautiful eyelashes which 
attracted him so much. He hadn't known Jason's eyelashes were longer and much more close-set as Kirk's, who 


always declared his to the most beautiful eyeslashes of the band. 


Then, James closed his eyes again, and lifted his right hand to lay it on Jason's cheek and temple, stroking him 
gently. 


Jason gave a sigh of pleasure, too. 

The hand on his thigh stayed there, but Jason lightly closed his fingers around James’. 

They both felt the other one's body warmth, and Jason shivered, too, because James’ breath caressed his lips 
and cheeks. 


Then he parted his lips to let James’ tongue inside his mouth. The tips of their tongues played with another. 


Slowly, gently. 
Without pressure. 


There was no ambition for sexual stimulation in it. 


They wanted the kiss to be tender and soft, and to just take in the lovers taste and scent, and to feel one 


body close to the other one. 


James moaned, verly softly, just audible to Jason 


Jason responded in the same way, his lips caressing James’, while their tongues played 

The short locks of Jason's chestnut brown hair felt like silk, as James slided his fingers through them. 
"Mmmmhhhhh." 

He couldn't get enough, and ran his fingers through Jason's hair, again and again. 


Jason whimpered, helplessly. 
"Oooohhhh!" he moaned, his lips still close to James’. 


"You like that?" James whispered, brushing his lips lightly over Jason's. 
"| love it", Jason whispered back to him. "God, James, it's so good!" 


"Oh .. good ... good! .. Mmmmmhhhhh ... Oh!" 


James kissed him, touching his lips all so tenderly and shortly, again and again, and Jason kissed back. 


They would have kissed until the plane would had come down on the runway of their destination's airport, but 
they ended the kiss when they heard someone of the First Class‘ service-personel approaching them to ask if 


one of them would like to get a drink, or champagne, or if they may want anything else. 


James just grinned, while Jason nicely smiled at the very good looking flight attendant of their plane of a 
German airline, then he ordered iced tea for James and himself. 


"Very well, Sir", the good looking guy said with charming smile. "Iced tea will there in no time." 


He blinked at Jason, then at James, smiling again. 


As the flight attendant made his way to the First Class kitchen, James giggled. 
He turned his head and looked at Jason, grinning. 


"Now, THIS guy seems to be really super-gay, I'd say! | nearly fainted! Have you seen his eyes? He wears more 
eyeliner as Kirk would ever manage to apply .. And that means a lot! Fuck!" 


"Yeah!" Jason chuckled. 

"AND now we know, finally, who is the owner of the other half of the world's production of black eyeliner .. 
Isn't that nice? We HAVE to tell Kirk! Those two pretty queens would LOVE to chat away about the best 
methods to get the fucking ink on their lids, or where they could order their next ton of black eye shadow." 


James laughed so hard that he nearly fell off his seat. But he managed to stay in place. 


"Oh, we shouldn't be so MEAN, really!" he giggled. 

"Yeah, we're bad, bad boys. Awful!" 

Jason suppressed a grin, as the flight attendant returned with their iced tea, served on a tablet of silver. He 
put the tablet down at the small table in front of their seats, arranging the glasses and the carafe to make 


them look perfect. 


Then he glanced at James and Jason, giving them a pretty obvious smile. 
"Is there anything else | can do for you, gentlemen?" 


There was no question about what he wanted to do for them. 


James needed all his strength to not explode into laughing helplessly, so, he couldn't say a word. He had to bite 
his tongue. 


But Jason smiled his sweetest smile, batting his eyelashes, his blue eyes innocently. 
"Oh, no, no ... not at the moment - thank you! We are fine! Thank you!" 


"You .. you are welcome", the flight attendant answered a little breathless, staring into Jason's eyes. 


Then he straightened his body and got back to his duty, his eyes slightly glassy. 
Jason elbowed the giggling James. 

"Shut up, fucker!" 

He grinned then gave a sigh. 


"Why, in hell, is it necessary there are always the queens of the flight attendant personnel in First Class to 
serve the fucking iced tea?" 


He and James drank their tea, silent for some minutes. 

Then, James cleared his throat, not looking at Jason, his glass holding in both hands. 
Jason waited. 

"Ahm ... Jason ...?" James paused. 

"Yes, James?" 


James cleared his throat, again. 


"Well, | want ... | would like to know ..How much guys have you slept with before .. before ? I.. | mean .." 


Jason smiled, briefly glancing at James, then back to his own hands. 
"None." 
"None?" 


James turned his head and stared at Jason, not believing what he had heard. 
"You're kidding!" 


"No, l'm not kidding", Jason answered. 


"But ... you ..." James shook his head, not sure what to think or to say. 


"But you've deep-throated me .. like you've done it numerous times before .. And you fucked me so incredibly 


Jason just gave him a smile, while he had his head laid back and turned to his right side, looking at James with 
his blue eyes. 


"Oh, fucking you in the ass wasn't a problem, really. | fucked enough groupies .. And the other thing ..." 
He paused. 


James stared at him, eyes wide open. 


"| asked Kirk how to deep-throat without gagging." 
He smiled, seeming pretty relaxed. 


"Ah? So ..2" 


James wasn't exactly relaxed. 


He waited for Jason's answer, anxiously. 
Jason gave him another bright smile. 


"So, Kirk taught me how to do", he said in a casual tone. 
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Chapter Il 


uWHAT?" 
James nearly jumped off his seat, and stared at Jason, deeply shocked. 
"YOU DEEP-THROATED KIRK?" 


"Sssshhhhh!" Jason hastily hissed, looking around. 
"Not so loudly, James! .. People are trying to sleep. You may wake them!" 


"Fuck them! FUCK THEM!" 


James gritted his teeth, his eyes glowing like blue fireballs of exploding supernovae in space. 


Jason patted his hand to soothe him down. 
"Relax, baby", he lovingly said. "Relax!" 


He handed the glass of iced tea over to James. 


"Have some tea, will you, baby?" 
James nearly fainted, but he managed to gulp down the iced tea, while he still stared at Jason. 


Jason took the empty glass from his shaking hand and put it back on the table. 
"Good boy", he said with a bright smile. 


"lll kill you!" James growled. 


"Oh, darling, don't you overreact, please!" 


Jason gave him another sweet smile. 


| didn't deep-throat Kirk" 


James breathed in deeply, relieved. 
"Thank goddess, and every angel in heaven and hell", he sighed. 


"LARS had the kindness to let himself been deep-throated’, Jason casually continued. 
"WHAT?" 
James shot up from his seat, eyes nearly bursting, and his face purple red. 


"Sit down, sit down, baby", Jason patted James’ hand, again. "Relax! Your blood pressure will kill you. And don't 
wake the .." 


James fell down on his seat and gave a groan. 


"Fuck! FUCK IT! You blew Lars! You must have gone mad!" 
"Oh | didn't blow Lars", Jason said, smiling innocently. 


James stared at him, totally confused. 


"Huh?" 


"Yeah! Kirk blew him." 
Jason patted James’ hand once again. 
"How could you think about me blowing Lars? No way! | would never let Lars stick his cock into my mouth .. A 


Danish cock!" 
James gave a groan, not able to say anything. 


"If he just would try to get his cock near my lips | would bite the thing off, | swear", Jason continued in the 
casual tone James started to get used to. 

"Well, maybe, I'll have to stay in hospital for some weeks because of food poisoning after that, but that's 
okay.” 


James buried his face in his hands, groaning desperately. 


Then, he looked at Jason, exhausted. 

"Would you, PLEASE, tell me, what had happened, fucker?" 

Jason smiled. 

"Sure. Now, Kirk was very pleased of being requested to show me how to deep-throat ... He's an expert, 


y'know." 


"0, my god." James just groaned, briefly burying his face in his hands, again. 

"Yes." Jason nodded affectionately. 

"He said, it would be best if, as a first lesson, he would demonstrate the technique to me, do start my studies 
of the art of deep-throating. He said, he had been thinking of doing a textbook for beginners, anyway." 

"lll kill the fucker", James murmured, getting more and more exhausted. 

Jason bent over and kissed him then he soothingly patted James’ back. 

"That won't be necessary, baby. Also, we do need Kirk, y'know. We don't have another lead guitarist, as far as | 
know." 


"lIl play the lead part, too", James growled. 


"Come on! Don't be so crabby!" 


Jason stroked James’ cheek. 


"Kirk just was interested in showing me how to perform the technique, that's all. He is always such a nice guy. 


Ask him to lend you a hand - or a mouth, in that case - and he will do it" 
"Great", James murmured. 


"Yes." Jason nodded, again. 


"Lars wasn't as enthusiastic as Kirk, | have to add" 
"Ah?" 


"No. He wanted to read the "Financial Times", and was somewhat pissed of Kirk's announcement to use him as a 


scientific guinea pig." 


Now, James was grinning. 


"Well, this is nice. The Danish prick didn't want to get sucked off? What a shame!" 


Jason grinned, too. 


"No, no... He just wanted to read his "Financial Times" while Kirk was sucking him off." 


He chuckled. "This was fun. Lars held his newspaper up to his face, and murmured something about stupid bass 
players without any knowledge of anything, while Kirk was going down on him." 


Now, James was biting his lower lip to prevent himself from laughing out loud. 


‘| must admit that Lars kept his stiff upper lip a very long time, but when Kirk started to deep-throat him, 


he dropped the "Financial Times" all of a sudden because he couldn't stay focussed at the stock exchange news 


any longer .. | don’t really know, why." 

Jason glanced at James, shaking his head in disgust, showing his best naive farm-boy manners. 
"Huhuhuhu! .. Oh fuck! Great! | love it!" James giggled helplessly. 

"The fucker deserved it! Reading stock exchange news while being blown! Yeah, this is exactly Lars' idea of 


being as efficient as possible. Danish fucker, he is!" 


He had to wipe off some tears of his cheeks, because he had laughed like hell, thinking about Lars trying to 
stay all business while Kirk was sucking him off. 


"Go on, go on!" He giggled, again, elbowing Jason. "What happened after Lars' surrender?" 

"Well", Jason said, frowning, suppressing a grin. 

"Kirk had to interrupt his deep-throat activity because he had to let me know some details about the 
technique ... | think, Lars wasn't very happy about that fact, but Kirk made pretty clear that HE was the 
professor, and Lars just the guinea pig .. And that those guinea pigs were not supposed to try to argue about 


the performance of a scientific experiment with the professor." 

Now, he couldn't keep his self-control any longer, and joined James by laughing his ass off. 

"And .. and ... hahaha .. Kirk is a professor of highest ambitions, y'know", Jason managed to go on. "So, he 
explained the special technique to me pretty serious, and told me exactly, how to suppress the fucking gag 


reflex, and how thankfully he is of doing his yoga exercises every day. And so on, and so on" 


He quickly gripped his glass of iced tea and gulped down some tea to stop the coughing, after he got a hiccup 
from laughing like an idiot. 


‘Lars was complaining all the time, cursing like a crazy motherfucker in fucking languages I've never heard 
before", he said, giggling. "It was unbelievable. Kirk had to suck him every now and then to keep him quiet, but 
it wasn't possible. The Danish fucker nearly got hysterical, and demanded to get the job finished” 

Jason chuckled. His blue eyes sparkled, and he ran his fingers through his chestnut coloured hair. 


"So, Kirk couldn't bear it any longer and, finally, deep-throated him pretty hard, I'd say, to make him shut up." 


"Ah! And? Did he make the fucker shut up?" 


James eyed Jason curiously, waiting for more information 
"Yeah!" 


Jason grinned, a little bit nasty. 


"When Kirk got him down his throat, Lars cried like hell in his orgasm.. Then he lost consciousness." 


James threw back his head, laughing helplessly. 
"Oh, my Godl | can't believe it. Fuck! .. Fucking hell!" 


"You'd better believe it’, Jason said in an amused tone. "I know a certain rhythm guitarist and singer, who did 


the same stunt - pretty exactly the same - sometimes later. | won't mention his name, but l'm sure...” 


“Shut up!" 


James slapped Jason's shoulder to make him stop, then opening his mouth to say something more, but .. 


"SHUT UPI" 

James and Jason jumped, also, most of the people in First Class which weren't sleeping. 
They turned their heads in a hurry, and froze, shocked 

The nice flight attendant with the pretty eyeliner was back - but he didn't smile any longer. 


Because the guy with the gun behind him had his left arm brutally around the flight attendant's neck, the 


muzzle of the gun in his right hand squeezed to the man's temple. 


"Oh, shit!" James just whispered. 
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Chapter 12 


Ru nway SixSixSix 


Ready for takeoff 

On Runway SixSixSix 

| said 

Ready for takeoff 

Hey, guys, wake up 

What the matter with you 
Give us your sign 

‘Cause we're fine 


We are fine! 


On Runway SixSixSix 
The lights are gone 
On Runway SixSixSix 


There's no way to run 


What's out there the night 
On Runway SixSixSix 

| shout 

What's out there the night 
Can't see the bloody light 
We are frozen to ice 

Icy cold 

Icy cold 


Hellish hot - 


Oh, oh, oh, oh ... ooohhh 


On Runway SixSixSix 
The lights are gone 
On Runway SixSixSix 


There's no way to run 


Where had they gone 

On Runway SixSixSix 

We cried 

Where had they gone 

Its an evil night 

We must have lost the flight 
They are gone 

On their run 


On their run 


On Runway SixSixSix 
The lights are gone 
On Runway SixSixSix 


There's no way to run 


They are gone 
They are gone 


"Damned shit", James whispered. 


"What .." 


Jason was ready to jump off his seat, but James’ steely grip on his shoulder held him down. 


"Don't move!" James hissed. "The fucker has a gun" 


Jason tried to suppress the flashing shudders of hot rage which shook him. 


James still held him down, to make sure that Jason hadn't a chance of doing anything what could provoke the 


man with the gun. 


At the very first moment he had sawn that the man was a fanatic, and wouldn't hesitate to kill if he felt 


himself trapped. 


The guy looked like an Arab, or like a guy from one of those Middle Eastern countries where the women 
always had to be veiled in black from head to toe, to make sure they couldn't get totally innocent and helpless 
men thinking of greedy sins they had never thought about before, also, it had to make sure no other guy 


should have a look at wife or sister of a man who owns them. 

The eyes of the hijacker were black, his short hair, too. But the blackness of his eyes was cold and without 
empathy. 

His ruffled beard of black and some silvery hair wasn't neatly trimmed and got down to his upper chest. 


He glanced at the people in First Class with those coldly glinting dark eyes, seeming highly tensed up. 


The flight attendant whom he strangled with his left arm was in panic. His eyes were wide open, staring around 
without being focussed at all. 


His face got more and more lividly because the suffocation slowly lowered the level of oxygen in his blood. 


All he could manage was a whimpered croak, and his fingers desperately tried to pull away the hijacker's arm 


from his throat, just wanting to breath in, and to fill his lungs with fresh air. 


"WHAT THE FUCK! LET HIM GO, FUCKER!" 
Johnny, one of Metallica's bodyguards was on his feet in a hurry and jumped at the hijacker to bring him down 
There was no chance to get the action done as planned. 


The hijacker flicked his hand with the gun in the blink of an eye, and pulled the trigger. Then, the still smoking 
muzzle of the gun was back on the flight attendant's temple. 


The bullet had hit Johnny in mid-air and had stopped his attack by heavy impact into his forehead, and 
bursting off the skull on the back of his head with an ugly sound, while splinters of skull bones and glibbery 
particles of the smashed brain exploded behind him. 


Two of the personal assistants of the band - both women - had been stood nearby, as Johnny got shot down, 


and they screamed and tried to wipe off in frenzy all the blood and brain masses of themselves. 


The force of the deadly shot had threw back the already lifeless body, so, he crashed on to the floor with a 
heavy thud, and then lay there, motionless. 


The bodyguard hadn't cried out as the bullet had hit him. Besides, he wouldn't have had a chance to cry. 
It was over in the blink of an eye. 
Now, blood and pieces of smashed brain stained everything nearby - the floor, the seats, and the shocked 


crew members. 


Some of them were still screaming, one of the techs collapsed, heavily crashing into one of the seat tables. 


James knew their bodyguard was dead. 

The gun of the hijacker was a 45 Colt. 

There was no way to survive an impact of a 45 bullet. 

Of a 45 bullet, fired to go fully through somebody's head. 

James didn't know how many bullets of the calibre 45 he had blown off himself. 
Lots of them. 


Very, very much of those bullets had left the barrels of his Colt guns. 


So, he was able to identify a gun's calibre just by the sound of the massive bang and the feeling of the blast's 


impact wave on his body. 
Now, the bang nearly had deafened his ears, and he heard the blood rushing inside his head, his pulse in frenzy. 


Jason's right hand was on James’ thigh, the finger cramped. 


He was trembling all over. 
"God, no, no, nol" he whispered. "No, please .. Oh, godl" 
James laid his hand on Jason's. He felt the coldness of the fingers, and knew Jason was in shock. 


"Please, don't move!" he whispered "No sound, please!" 


He squeezed Jason's cold fingers to make himself clear. 


"DO .. NOT .. AGAIN! | you kill all when not do what | say!" the hijacker hissed furiously. 


| you killl" 


His eyes were glowing fires of hate. 
James slowly got off his seat, holding his hands above his head to show he wasn't armed. 


The message of his body language was a defensive one. 


He wanted to let the hijacker know there would be no danger coming from James. 


"That's okay", he softly said. 
"Okay ... It is okay!" 


His gaze stayed on the hijacker's face, and the man stared back, frowning. 
Obviously, he didn't know what he should think about James. 


James gave him a smile, trying to soothe the man down, to let him think of James' empathy. 


"Let me help", he said, trying to stay calm. 
"But, please, don't shoot, again! .. Okay?" 


James just hoped that the guy wouldn't pull the trigger of his gun, again. Not, because he feared for his own 
life - maybe, a little bit, but mostly because he knew about the destroying effect of a bullet of such calibre 
by hitting the walls of the plane, ripping it up. 


If the hull of the plane would have been seriously damaged, they never would have had a chance to bring the 


plane down in a somewhat controlled flight manoeuvre. 


All passengers, including the band and their crew, and the flight personnel, would have died. 
Not to think about those people on the ground when the plane would have crashed down. 


While the hijacker eyed James up and down, all of a sudden a second hijacker appeared, after having shoved a 
pretty pale female flight attendant, eyes wide open in panic, inside First Class, and then locking the door to the 
gangway to Business Class. 


The man was an Arab, too. A little bit older, maybe, but the sparkling of his dark eyes were as fanatic as the 


other one's. 

He had a knife with a long blade but no gun. 

The blade of the knife was red from blood, so, there was absolutely no doubt that the hijacker had used it to 
kill. 


And that he still wanted to kill, coldly letting glide the dark glance from his narrowed eyes from one First Class 


passenger to the next one. 


His eyes narrowed a little bit more as he stared at James, but he didn't move another muscle in his face. 


Then he looked at Jason, who was still sitting at the seat next James’. 


The second hijacker's eyes scanned the other people in First Class. 


Lars and Kirk stood in front of the restroom's door, trying to make no sound, or to move. 


Lars's face was white, his green eyes staring at the scene in total confusion 


Kirk's face showed no emotion, and he looked like he had been frozen all of a sudden. 

The guy with the murderous looking knife eyed them up and down, too, then turned his head and whispered to 
the hijacker with the gun. The language wasn't English or German, or maybe, French. 

It sounded like Arab, as far as James suggested. 

The hijacker's partner listened then smiled. 


He looked at James, and smiled, again. His smile wasn't friendly. 


The, he gave a nod to his partner, and said something in a low voice. 


Icy shudders of fear went through James’ body. 
He tried to suppress them but it wasn't easy. 


He wanted to keep those murderers’ attention on him, without letting them know about his fear. 

Because he was the one in charge. 

Metallica was HIS band - well, Lars‘, too, as they together started to torture their instruments without 
mercy, doing a hell of noise in insane frenzy - so, James was in charge to protect his band mates and the 
crew. 

He never thought of crawling along the floor to the next corner, to hide away. 


Also, there was no way to bring in Lars. 


The Dane wasn't able to shut up, if necessary, before a bullet would hit him fully in the face, because of his 
on-going babbling. 


The hijacker with the gun glared at James. 


Then, all of a sudden, he pushed the already unconscious flight attendant to the floor, and smoothly aimed the 


barrel of his gun at James. 
"YOU!" 


His voice was hoarse. 


"You .. man. You come here! .. COME!" 


James' mouth felt dry, he even couldn't swallow. 


His pulse raced, and his whole body was tensed. 
He felt Jason's fingers clutching around his, trying to hold him by his side. 


"Please, James, don't .." 


It was a desperate whisper, full of pain, just audible to James. 


He squeezed Jason's fingers, just a moment, and then he freed his fingers from Jason's grip, softly, carefully. 
Jason let go. 


James breathed in deeply then he stepped off the row of seats and walked over to the hijackers, trying to 
stay calm, the gaze of his blue eyes constantly on the faces of the men. 


His moves were slow and cautious. 


As he reached the men, the guy with the gun snatched his arm, as quickly as a snake hits would hit her 


deadly fangs into her victim, and whirled him around. 


In the blink of an eye James had the left arm of the hijacker around his neck and the muzzle on his temple. 
The steel of the weapon's barrel still was hot from the muzzle flash. 


He gave a short gasp, but regained self-control at the very next moment, fighting down hard the impulse to 
struggle. 


"Good! Good!" 
The hijacker laughed. 
He didn't suffocate James but held him firmly. The guy was shorter than James, but strong. 


And armed. 


The other hijacker eyed James, staring coldly at him. 
"You the man who sings, right? .. James Hetfield?" 


"Yes", James answered in quiet tone. 
q 


The first hijacker hadn't recognized them as Metallica, or as VIP's at all. But the other guy had known it in an 


instant. 


He grinned at James. 


"I am so pleased’, he said happily. "I am member of fan-club from you, yes. You good!" 


James swallowed hard, hoping desperately not to say anything wrong. 


"Ah yes? .. Now, how nice .. l'm really glad .. to .. meet you. How .. how are you?" 
He felt the sweat on his forehead. 


The hijacker in Metallica's fan-club smiled at him. 
"Have an autograph?" 


"Yes, yes, surel" James instantly answered, giving the man a bright smile. 
"And we could chat about the band, or the next shows, maybe? ..You can have backstage passes, and we would 


be pleased to meet you .. and your friend, of course." 


The guy grinned, again. 
"He not like heavy metal", he said. "It is forbidden by our Prophet, you know. Not good." 


"Oh", James just croaked. 


"Now, we could arrange something ...” 


"SHUT UP!" 


The muzzle was squeezed hard and painfully to his temple. 
He held his breath, his pulse racing. 


He was completely focussed on the both hijackers, and everything else what was going on around them was 
outside the closed circle he tried to create, and he tried to build something like an emphatic connection 


between him and the murderers, too. 


From the corners of his eyes he saw that the flight attendant whom the murderer with the gun had pushed 


away was dead. 


The lifeless eyes - half closed - had lost their glint. 
His brain had been without oxygen too long. 


James swallowed hard, again, and bit his lower lip to hold back a desperate groan, and the burning tears in his 


eyes, too. 


Then, he whispered: "What do you want? ... Let me help, please! | will do my best to get you everything you 


may wish ... So, please ..” 


The fan-club member gave him a bright smile and patted his cheek. 
James tried not to flinch. 


"You nice! S0 NICE!" 

The killer gave him another pleased smile. 

"Metallica good! .. The Prophet forbid to hear, but | like." 
He patted James’ cheek, again. 


"You tell the German chancellor what we want We want to free our country from all murderers who stole it 
from us, and who do not believe in the words of the Prophet .. And we need billions money .. And the 
President of the Americans must apologize personally, and give us all fire-arms we want, and many missiles, 


because we want to kill our enemies." 


He grinned. 


‘If they not give us what we want, we kill all people on the plane, and we make the plane explode." 


James' head swam. 


He breathed in deeply to fight back the nausea and the urge to throw up. 


‘| will do my very best", he hoarsely said. 
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Chapter 13 


James was exhausted. 


Much more exhausted than he always used to be after having done a three-hours-show. 
But THIS kind of exhaustion resulted from the extreme stress laid upon him. 


He constantly fought against his primal instincts to struggle for existence - for his own, of course, and all the 


other people's rights for NOT being killed because of the terrible mood of some selfish terrorists, too. 


Two men already were dead, killed without mercy. 


None of the hijackers had even looked down at the corpses on the floor. 
They were dead meat, nothing else. 


If James would have lost control over his primal instincts, the pretty much more primitive instincts of the 


hijackers would get blown off. 


Then, they all would have died. 


While the two Arab's rapidly talked in a low tone in their guttural language, James suddenly realised that the 
flying altitude of the plane slowly had been lowered. 
The speed of the plane had changed, too. 


Then, James glimpsed from the corners of his eyes the grey shadow of a German fighter aircraft coming up 
from underneath their plane. 


James had a short look at the combat pilot in his cockpit. The face of the pilot wasn't to be seen because of 


his helmet with the black visor and his oxygen mask 
The fighter aircraft from the LUFTWAFFE soundlessly fell away from the plane, slightly turning to the right. 
James quickly glanced at the other side of the Plane's walls to the small windows without turning his head. 


Another fighter aircraft! 


Now, he hadn't thought of those two pilots in the cockpit of their plane being complete idiots, anyway. 


They were trying to bring the plane down as smooth as possible, very well aware of the things which were 
going on outside their cockpit. 


And James was sure, they knew about the rules of keeping locked the cockpit, and to stay were they were. 
Their priority was to bring down the plane on the next best runway as safe as possible. 


By watching the second fighter aircraft's turn to the left, James swallowed. 
His mouth felt dry. 


Were the German fighter aircrafts ordered to get a hijacked plane down by shredding it with some missiles, if 


necessary? 


He desperately tried to summon up his knowledge about the usual military tactics of the Germans, or the 


Europeans in general, but the data banks of his memory were blank. 

Completely blank. 

Sucked into a black hole in space, maybe. 

Lars could have had some information about the German's military tactics. 

But James knew in an instant that he, at first, couldn't ask Lars at the very moment if he'd know anything like 
this, and that, at second, the selfish little Danish prick wouldn't be able to give a sufficient answer, just 


arrogantly staring with those green eyes at James to make clear they had personnel in Metallica, just to 
answer to stupid questions of dumb idiots without brains like James. 


The hijackers had noticed the fighter aircrafts, too, getting nervous. 
Their voices got louder and pretty excited. 


The hijacker who held James tightened his arm around James’ neck all of a sudden, and took his breath. 
"YOU!" 


He shook James’ helpless body. 
James had lifted his hands, fingers spread in despair, not being able to get enough air inside his lungs. 


"You, man, YOU DEVIL!" 
The hijacker shook him, again, hissing. 
"You make they comel .. YOU DIE!" 


James heard a nearly soundless whimper, and then another. 


He needed some seconds to realise that it had been him whimpering. 


Now, the fan-club-hijacker noticed James' desperate situation because of the strangling by the other hijacker's 
arm 


He yelled at his partner in Arab. 
This yelled back at him, but loosened the deadly grip around James’ neck, so, James sucked in fresh air in a 


hurry, his mouth wide open. 


God, he had needed it so much! 


The next moment, James couldn't stop himself from giving a short yelp, as the gun's muzzle forcefully hit his 
temple. The skin there ruptured because of the brutal impact, and from the heavy cut blood streamed down 
the right side of James's face. 


The sharp pain sent a wave of nausea through him. 
His knees wanted to give way, but he managed to stay on his feet, his legs trembling. 


He heard Jason's scream of pain - over the screams of the other Metallica crew members. 

His eyes which had been squeezed shut, now snapped open in frenzy, and in an instant he had locked his gaze 
with Jason's. 

Jason was ready to let him be killed by trying to rescue his lover's life, his fists up to his chest, gritting his 
teeth. 

Blue eyes met blue. 


‘Don't l 


James’ lips didn't make a sound, but slightly trembled. 


Everything he had to say he told Jason just by looking at him. 
A shiver went through Jason's body. 


Then, a tear ran down his cheek. 


He blinked, and another tear followed. 
But he lowered his fists, until his arms fall to his sides. 
James breathed in, still shaking. 


The hijacker, who had the muzzle of his gun on James’ bleeding temple, gave a sneer. 


He had noted the mutual interaction between James and Jason, grinning sadistically. 


"You, man! You now come", he growled. 


"Go cockpit! Tell the German chancellor what we wish! .. Make go the aircrafts! .. Or you die!" 
James felt himself brutally turned around and pushed forward. 
He stumbled, because there was the corpse of the flight attendant then he managed to come up to his feet, 


agai n. 


Another painful push into his back threw him forward once more. 


He was too exhausted to keep his balance once more. 
This time he fell down. 


On Johnny's corpse. 


A muffled scream left his mouth, as his body hit the corpse with full force. 
Hot panic rushed through him when he realised that the bloody masses just millimetres in front of his eyes 


must had been the remnants of Johnny's face. 


He violently gagged, and desperately tried to come to his hands, but the hijacker behind him brought him down, 


again, by cruelly smacking his boot onto James’ lower back. 
All of a sudden, James' thoughts became totally focussed, his senses as sharp as they never had been before. 
The hijacker had shoved him down with his left arm captured between his body and the corpse. 


James slowly breathed in, while he waited to get more room to move around his arm. 


The hijacker above him still was laughing and talking to his partner. 


The pressure of his foot on James' back subsided. 

James seemed to struggle to come to his elbows and knees. 

His broad shoulders covered up the smooth movements of his left hand, sneaking beneath Johnny's left jacket 
side, soundlessly clicking open the pistol's holster in the armpit of the dead man 

The gun slid from the holster without resistance. 

And then the gun slid, very smoothly, too, under the front waistband of James' tight jeans. 


James came up from the floor, finally, blood all over his face, and his hands, also, his t-shirt and his pants. 


But his face showed no emotion at all. 
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Chapter 14 


THE TRIGGER 


Pull the trigger one second too late 
And you'll be gone 

He's the enemy you must hate 

If you don't wanna bite the dust 


Like so many have done in the past 


The trigger 
Pull ‘em 

The trigger 
Of your gun 


Why you are here and what does it mean 
They've never told 
Just a surrealistic scene 


And not on TV at home 


Its real and it hurts and you're in fear 


The trigger 
Pull ‘em 

The trigger 
Of your gun 


So, don't look at your enemy's eyes 


He has to die 


He's just the target for your gun 
Pull the trigger, and itll be done 
Don't think about ‘cause you didn't wrong 


The trigger 
Pull ‘em 

The trigger 
Of your gun 


The trigger .. Rp. ad lib. 


James held his hands up, well aware of the hijacker with the gun behind him. 


He felt the cold steel of the bodyguard's pistol against the hot skin of his lower abdomen, and hoped, his blood 


soaked t-shirt would cover the grip. 


AND he briefly thought of how easy the .9 para Walther PT would have had the safety catch off, just by 
touching the grip of the gun a little too hard. 


He had shoved the gun pretty hard underneath his jeans’ waistband. 


If a bullet would be blown off - well, he afterwards would have got some serious problems in performing most 


of sexual techniques he liked. 
So what! 


Better losing a cock than a life! 


Now, he had reached the closed door to the plane's cockpit. 
What now? 


He was pushed aside roughly, and struggled keeping his balance, the hijacker with the bloody knife quickly fed a 


code sequence to the security panel. 


Then he smoothly unlocked the security system with a code card, grinning sadistically. 


James hadn't to ask who might have been the former owner of the code card and the code sequence. 
He knew that the person in question was dead, now, and that the blood on the knife's blade was his, too. 
The display switched from red to green, and the hijacker pushed open the door immediately and forcefully. 


The First Officer of the plane, who had tried to re-lock the door, was hit fully by the door, bursting into his 
face, and then he was knocked out by the fist of the hijacker. 


He just had given a muffled scream, abruptly cut off when he fell to the floor, unconscious. 
“Idiot! .. Was tust du?" 

The hijacker with the gun furiously smacked the back of his partner's head, hissing at him. 
"Bewusstlos nutzt er uns nichts!" 


His partner in crime just gave a sneer. 


„Halt's Maul!" 

James pulse was racing, again. 

Those fuckers were pretty out of control. 

At first, he had thought, the hijacker with the knife was the guy in charge. 
Now, he wasn't sure about it any longer. 


The hijacker with the gun got him by the collar of his shirt and pushed him inside the cockpit. 


James fell down on his left knee, hitting the shoulder of the unconscious First Officer with full Force. 


Something cracked with an ugly sound. 
Hot pain shot up James’ thigh, but he was sure, it hadn't been his knee what had been snapped. 


Luckily, the First Officer was without consciousness, so he hadn't screamed when the bones of his left 
shoulder got smashed up. 


James gave a groan of pain, and grabbed the back of the First Officer's seat to get up to his feet. 


The next moment he felt the muzzle of the gun on the nape of his neck. 


"Careful, man!" the hijacker hissed. 
James froze. 


From the corners of his eyes he saw the Flight Captain, his arms lifted, palms open, to show that he wasn't 


armed. 


The knife was on his throat, so, he wasn't able to give a sound. 


The man was somewhat between 45 and 50 years old, dark-haired and tall 
He hadn't made a wrong move so far, and showed no panic or fear. 


But all his muscles were tensed. 


The hijacker smiled. 
Then he pressed the blade a little bit more to the Captain's throat. 


A thin line of blood appeared. 
The Captain briefly closed his eyes, but he gave no sound. 


The knife was pulled away without cutting deeper. 


Then the hijacker gave some orders, his voice nicely and casually, while he smiled. 


The language was German, so, James wasn't able to understand most of the words. 


His German was very insufficient. 


Maybe, if the fuckers would have been so nice to talk in Danish, he would have got a chance to understand a 


little bit. 
Lars liked to talk in his native language, so, James knew one or two words. 
Unfortunately, all of them were curses! 


He saw the nod of the Flight Captain. 
Then the man turned his head and looked at James. 


He took in the deep exhaustion in James’ eyes, and all the blood on his face, his hair, his hands and his clothes. 


James, in return, looked at the man in despair, without having the chance to tell him about the gun he was 


hiding beneath his shirt. 


The Captain briefly looked at the hijackers to make sure he was allowed to talk then gazed back at James. 


"Mr. Hetfield, I'm Captain Thomas Ronge of the LUFTHANSA ... The .. gentlemen there told me they want you to 
have to be their chief negotiator." 


James gave a nod. 


"| think so", he answered. 


"But | don't know the details .." 
The barrel of the gun in the nape of his neck hit him painfully, again. 


He gave a groan, clawing his fingers into the back of the First Officer's seat. 
He wanted to throw up. 


"Shut up, man!" 


The hijacker shoved a piece of paper into James' face. 


James hastily took it, fingers shaking. 
He unfolded the paper and glanced at the scribbled words on the blood stained sheet. 


Oh, no! 


The language was German, as far as he was able to identify! 


No way! 
He swallowed hard, and lifted his head to look at the hijackers. 


‘I'm... tm sorry, but .. but this is German .. | can't speak German .. Please, let me do it in English! .. Please! ... | 


can't do it in German ... l'm so sorry ..” 


The fan-club-hijacker got it, but the other one frowned, so, the Captain hastily translated James’ words into 


German. 


The both murderers stared at each other in disgust. 
It was pretty clear they hadn't thought about such a problem before. 


Then, the fan-club-member looked at James. 
His dark eyes had a deadly cold glint. 


Nothing human seemed to be inside them at all. 


James shivered. 


"You call your drummer", the guy said with a smile. 


His smile was icily cold, too. 
"This Lars Ulrich." 
His smile deepened. 


James held his breath, fear flashing through his exhausted body. 


His heart raced. 
The hijacker clicked his tongue. 


"This Lars Ulrich better knows how speak German - if he want not be dead" 
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Chapter 15 


Lars slowly approached the cockpit, very cautiously. 


James waited for him after having called his name only two times, his voice kept low and as calmly as he could 


manage to do. 

Lars' green eyes were wide open, not even blinking, and his face a frozen mask, showing no emotion 
But James knew better. 

He knew Lars was frightened to death. 


But the Dane perfectly was in control of his facial expression and his gesture, his movements smoothly, as if 
he had been a prowling green-eyed cat. 


His gaze glided to the gun on James's head. 
He didn't flinch. 


Then he locked eyes with James. 
His lips briefly trembled as he opened them. 


"I'm here, James", he softly said, very cautiously. 
"You need me? ... Okay." 


For a moment he bit his lower lip to stop the trembling. 


"So, what am | supposed to do?" 


Green eyes locked to blue eyes. 
Desperately. 
James swallowed hard. 


He didn't want to do this. 
He didn't want to get Lars involved. 


He didn't want him to die. 
He breathed in deeply. 


"They .. they want you to take over as their chief negotiator", he answered with slightly shaking voice. 
"They say I'm not qualified” 


"Ohl" 


Lars stared at him in total surprise, his green eyes wide open 


"You .. you sure?" 


James opened his mouth but hadn't any time to answer Lars’ question 


The hijacker with the gun smacked the back of his head with his gun, letting James moan in pain. 


Then, the hijacker aimed his weapon at Lars. 


He cruelly smiled. 


"Komm her, du Zwerg! Sofort! .. Du wirst verhandeln!" he hissed. 


(Come over, you dwarf! Immidiately! .. You have to negotiate") 


Lars slightly jumped, and stared at the hijacker, pretty shocked. 
Then he had back his control. 


He nodded. 


"In Ordnung", he said. 


"Okay!" 


As he slipped inside the cockpit, his hand slightly touched James', and James’ shaking fingers briefly stroked 
Lars‘, but they hadn't the time to comfort the other one, also, they didn't want to provoke the hijacker. 


But James wanted so badly to throw his arms around Lars, and just to hold him tight, and to be held tightly, 


too. 

God, he wanted it so muchl 

He gave a quiet whimper, his eyelids dropped. 

He heard Lars' soft sigh, and knew Lars wanted the same. 

Lars' shoulder brushed his arm, as the hijacker pushed him down at the First Officer's seat. 


While Lars put on the communication headset of the First Officer, at the same time studying the text on the 


piece of paper in his lap, James was ordered to get the still unconscious First Officer out of the way. 


He didn't say a word, just bent down and laid the arms of the First Officer onto the Officer's chest, slightly 


wincing as he heard the cracking of the broken bones in the man's left shoulder. 


Then, he grabbed the Officer's legs, closing his fingers around his foot ankles, and pulled the unconscious man 
from the cockpit, walking backwards. 


He tried to be careful to avoid hurting the man, but a kick of the hijacker's boot to the First Officer's head 


got James to move faster. 
Hot flames of hate and rage burnt inside his body. 


He wanted to kill those fuckers on the spot, just with his hands - at first beating the shit out of them, and, at 


second, breaking their necks. 
There wouldn't have been a sleepless night after having killed those murderers. 


The fuckers had no right to walk the Earth. 


He pulled the injured man to the main gangway of First Class, fully aware of the gun, aimed to his head. 
There, he let go of the man's legs, laying them down carefully. 


While he still bent over the man, he whispered: 
"Take care of him! Left shoulder smashed, head injuries." 


Without turning his head to make sure he knew his whispers had been heard. 
From the corners of his eyes he saw the small nod of his guitar tech which was there to help. 


Jason was waiting behind the tech. 


But he was clever enough, too, to do nothing to provoke the hijacker. 
He didn't move a muscle in his face. 


James wanted to give in, to scream, to break down, to let himself been pulled into Jason's arms, cramping his 


fingers tightly into the fabric of Jason's t-shirt. 
And to cry like a baby, his head on Jason's shoulder. 
But, there was no way. 

He knew it, Jason knew it. 


So, James straightened his aching body, not looking around, still focussed at the hijacker with the gun, not 
wanting the fucker going nuts. 


He carefully stepped over the unconscious man on the floor and went back to the cockpit where the hijacker 
had waited, eyeing James suspiously. 


James tried hard to move very slowly. 


As he reached the guy, the hijacker gripped his arm and roughly shoved James inside the cockpit. 
James stumbled but didn't fall down. 


Now, his breath came fast and flatly. 
It felt as if he constantly was breathing in the hot acid of the fires in hell. 


Lars looked over his shoulder at him, his green eyes glaring anxiously. 


But he had no chance to communicate with James. 


While he quickly scanned him, he was talking into his headset mikrophone in a low voice. 


He was fully concentrated, highly tensed. 


James wasn't able to understand a thing. 


Just "ja" or "nein" he managed to identify as "yes" or "no". 


Lars spoke the language pretty good, as far as James noted. 


And fast. 


As every other language James had heard him speak. 


After a while he got it, too, that Lars was communicating with the German minister of foreign affairs, who, 
also, seemed to be the vice chancellor of the country. 


The Chancellor himself was on a visit in Russia to have a nice talk with the President of Russia, if James got 


that right. 


Every two or three minutes Lars got interrupted by one of the hijackers who tried to start a heated 


argument, yelling at Lars. 


Lars just paused, his eyelids dropped, his head slightly lowered, until the hijacker had finished his tirade, then, 
he continued to talk into his mikrophone as if nothing had happened. 


James was pretty much impressed of Lars’ calmness. 
He never had would have thought that his drummer would be able to stick to his defensive role so long, so 


very bussiness-like. 


The German minister of foreign affairs sounded very calm, too, but James didn't understand much of the 


conversation and the diplomate tactics. 


While Lars tried to stay cool, and the Flight Captain doesn't make a sound - just checked his instruments - the 
LUFTWAFFE - fighter aircrafts stick to their plane. 


Now, there were three of them - one on every side of the plane, the third slightly above and in front of 
them. 

Three fighter aircrafts around them as far as James was able to see from his place behind the First Officer's 
seat in cockpit. 

Armed with cruise missiles. 


Nicely. 


The fighter aircrafts didn't change their flying formation. 


James was sure there would be a fourth aircraft behind the plane. 


Maybe a fifth, too. 


God, and he still didn't know a thing about the German military tactics, and how they were used to bring a 


hijacked plane down. 
Maybe, in pretty small pieces. 


He noted that the altitude of their plane hadn't lowered any more. The plane was above the clouds, so, James 
had no clue about their momentary position 


The hijackers got more and more nervous because, logically, they didn't get their will as fas as they wanted it, 


and the way they wanted it. 


James gazed at Lars who was permanently shouted at, but stayed calm, trying to keep his breath steady and 
slowly. 


Most of the time he didn't look at the yelling hijacker directly, but when the guy repeatedly slapped his 
shoulder and left arm, Lars slowly turned his head to look at the man, his green eyes still pretty calmly. 


"Would you, PLEASE, stop it?" 


His voice was very low. 


"Ich kann mich nicht konzentrieren, wenn du nicht aufhorst, mich zu schlagen!" 


(lim not able to contracte if you won't stop beating mel”) 


The hijacker with the knife - the fan-club-member - sneered 
He stared at Lars, frowning, eyes full of glowing hatred. 


Then, all of a sudden, he backhanded Lars, slapping him brutally across his face. 

Lars' head was thrown to the nape of his neck, and he gave a short yelp, before passing out. 

Blood ran from a cut on his left temple down his cheek, dripping onto his shirt and his arm. 

Lars! 

James had jumped, ready to go wild. 

He was stopped short by the cold steel of the gun's muzzle on his head, while the hijacker strangled him with 


his other arm, again, taking James’ breath. 


"NOT DO, man!" he hissed. 
"You die!" 


All of a sudden, Captain Ronge came to his feet in a hurry. 

He tried to push aside the hijacker with the knife to get him out of the way, so, he could have grabbed the 
other one to pull him off James. 

"Noooo ..!" 

James croaked whisper came too late. 

Much too late. 

The hijacker with the knife sank his murderous weapon into the Captain's chest in the blink of an eye. 


With a sharp cracking noise the blade went through Ronge's sternum. Then it got deep inside his thorax. 
Blood was soaking the white shirt of the Captain in an instant. 


The stabbing impact abruptly forced the air off Ronge's lungs with a groaned hiss. 
Then, the Captain doubled over, limply, his eyes getting unfocussed. 


The hijacker sneered, ripping his knife out of him. 
The Captain slowly fell down, murdered. 
James' sob was muffled by the arm arount his neck. 


From the corners of his eyes he saw Lars coming back to his senses, shaking and holding his head, groaning in 


pain. 


The muzzle against James' head pressed harder to his scull. 


Cruelly. 

James was waiting to be shot every second. 

His left hand slipped beneath his shirt and gripped the handle of the 4 para Walther PT. 
He didn't hesitate. 


He didn't think about what to do. 
He knew what to do. 


The safety lock of his gun clicked off when he firmly closed his fingers around the gun's handle, and in a 
floating movement he brought his left arm - ellbow bent - over his shoulder, and pulled the trigger of the 


gun. 


The heavy bang of the 4 para bullet been blown off by holding the gun close to his left ear, deafened James 
on the spot. 


But he didn't flinch at all because of the bullet's bang. 


He just let himself fall down to the floor to make sure he couldn't been hit by a 45 bullet - if the hijacker 
behind him would had pulled his trigger in a last cramp of his fingers before dying. 


But no more bullets left the hijacker’s gun. 


The gun had fallen from his hand. 
The hijacker had fallen to the floor, dead, his face a bloody mass. 


James quickly snatched the 45 Colt then he grabbed the deeply shocked second hijacker and shoved him off 
the cockpit, aiming the Colt at him. 


The guy opened his mouth to scream, trying to turn around to flee. 
But James just gave a sneer, his blue eyes staring at the murderer as cold as ice. 


Then, he pulled the trigger. 
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You coward! 

You thought you could kill me 
ErrorErrorError! 

You failed 

l'm no puppet on a string 


You're not my master 


I've lost my fears 
I've lost my pride 
| had been down 


But I'm back to rise! 


The impact of the 45 ACP-bullet lifted the hijacker from his feet, and smashed his body backwards - arms 
flying - to the floor, after he had hit the back of a seat, breaking it off. 


The people in First Class cried out in shock. 


James’ had shot his bullet into the left side of the hijacker's chest, without hesitation, even without blinking 


because of the blazing hot muzzle flash. 


Smoke rose from the muzzle. 


James felt the sweetish taste of the gunpowder on the back of his tongue and down his throat. 


He was used to it. 
He still held the gun in a shooter's position in his right hand. 
The gun's recoil hadn't affected his balance in the slightest way. 


He breathed was steadily and slowly, his face without any expression. 


Then, after having waited for nearly two minute, he slowly went over to the hijacker's corpse, to make sure it 


WAS a CORPSE. 


He kicked the knife - fallen from the dead guy's hand - some meters away, not letting go his glance off the 


corpse's face and the deadly wound on the man's chest. 
There was blood all over the hijacker's shirt. 
His eyelids were dropped now, and between the lids a small line of the already getting cloudy cornea was to be 


seen. 


Blood had run from the left corner of the slightly open lips and dripped to the floor. 


Someone cautiously laid his hand around James' right hand, and then softly took the gun off his cramped 
fingers. 


James heard the security lock of the gun click in, then, the soft sound when the gun's cock got loose. 
He slightly turned his head and looked at Jason who hat taken the gun from his hand. 


"IFs okay, James", Jason said in a low tone, laying his left hand on James' shoulder, while he handed the gun 


over to lan, the second bodyguard who was aside them, now, and was checking the corpse. 


Jason carefully got James by his shoulder and turned him around. 
James looked at him, eyes blank. 


"Baby, it's okay! ty Everything is okay!" 


Jason laid his arms around James' motionless body and pulled him close. 


The moment James felt Jason's warmth, and Jason's arms around him, holding him tightly, he broke down 
His knees gave in, and he would have fallen to the floor if Jason hadn't been there to hold him. 


But Jason held him, and slowly lowered him to the floor, going down on his knees, too. 


There, he laid one hand to the back of James' head, while James buried his face onto Jason's neck, his body 
now shaking all over. 


He had his bloody fingers cramped into the fabric of Jason's shirt. 


Then, Jason softly stroked James' back, caressing him, his cheek cuddled up to James’ head, his lips brushing 


James' dishevelled hair. 


"Everything's alright, now, baby", he whispered. 


"You've done well." 


James wasn't able to answer, or just to give a sound. 


He was flogged to death. 
He was empty. 


But he slowly relaxed, feeling Jason's steady heartbeat against his own chest. 


His breath calmed down. 


He was so exhausted. 


lan, who had ordered two techs to follow him to the cockpit, came back, now. 

He had his own 4 para Walther PT in one hand, and the other one in his other hand. 

James had thrown the gun to the side - not exactly realising this - after having shot the hijacker who had 
strangled him. 


He slightly had opened his eyes, now, and noticed how carefully lan came near. 


But he wasn't interested in the cause of the discomfort what had shown up on lan's face. 


He felt as if he was dead inside. 
Without emotions at all. 


lan shoved the gun in his left hand beneath the waistband of his black suits trousers. 
Then, he got the second gun back into the holster in his left armpit. 


James noted, too, that the techs were busy to pull the corpses of the shot hijacker and the murdered Captain 
out of the cockpit. 


He still felt nothing. 

He just watched the scene, eyes blank. 

One of the techs grabbed two of the blankets which lay on the seats. 

He handed a blanket over to his colleague who just thanked him with a nod. 


Both men unfolded the blankets and covered up the corpses. 


lan had turned his head, and had watched them, too. 


Then, he breathed in deeply, turning around to look at Jason and James. 
"How's Lars?" 

It was barely a whisper, but James managed to do it. 

lan cleared his throat. 


"Lars is fine - so far .. He is pretty shocked, and is weeping. And he has a bad cut on his temple .. But there 


are no severe problems with his circulation" 
"Good ... That's good", James murmured. 


Then he fully opened his eyes to look at lan 
"The Captain is dead." 


lan breathed in deeply. 


"Yes, | know", he said in a low voice. 
James cuddled up his cheek to Jason's neck, sighing softly. 


"Now, got the First Officer to the cockpit", he murmured. “Someone has to fly the fucking plane. | don't care 
about his broken shoulder." 


There was silence. 
Just some sobbing was to be heard. 


James lifted his head. 
He glared at lan, his blue eyes blank. 


"What's up?" he asked. 
His heartbeat sped up again all of a sudden. 


lan's face was pale. 

He bit his lower lip. 

Then, he straightened his body. 

"The First Officer is dead, too", he said in a very quiet Tone. 

"WHAT?" 

James came to his feet in a hurry, staring at lan, not believing what he had heard. 

"ARE YOU GONE MAD? .. He can't be dead! Don't fucking lie to me! | don't wanna hear fucking shit like this!" 
lan held James look, his grey eyes staying calm. 


Then, he gave a very small nod. 


"He's dead, James. l'm sorry. I'm so sorry! .. He died just some minutes before you shot down the both 


hijackers." 
James grabbed the back of the next seat to make sure he couldn't fell down, again. 


His pulse raced. 


His wide open blue eyes stared at lan 
"But ... but ... why ..? He .. he had just a broken shoulder, and .." 


lan sighed. 
"After you've brought him out we checked him, and noticed the different sizes of his pupils. So, it was clear, 
that his brain had been seriously damaged." 


"Oh, my goa’, James whispered. 


lan gave a nod, again. 


Now, James could see the deep exhaustion of the bodyguard. 


"We .. we did our best to stabilize him, got him an intravenous drip, and gave pure oxygen with a mask to 
bring his brain pressure down .. But everything we did, failed, also, his breathing stopped. Finally he got 
extensor spasms all over his body, and his pupils widened and didn't react to the flash light any longer.. Some 
minutes after that, he died" 


lan paused, his head lowered. 


Then, he looked at James again. 


‘lm sorry, James.” 


James still stared at him. 
He wasn't able to say anything. 


Because there was nothing what could be said, now. 
They were dead. 


All of them. 


Everyone on board of the plane. 


Everybody was in frozen death-shock. 
No one spoke. 
All of a sudden, the plane's communication system came to activity. 


The clearing of a throat was to be heard. 
Then, the microphone got adjusted a little bit. 


And a very calmly and friendly voice was to be heard. 
"Good evening, Ladies and Gentlemen! ... I'm Flight Captain Jason Newsted, and | am glad to be able to tell you 


that the hijackers are under control, now .. Also, our aeroplane is still in best flying conditions .. We are 


approaching Frankfurt Airport, and | hope to be given permission to land as soon as our runway will be clear.” 
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James entered the cockpit, after he and the Metallica crew were able to move or to speak, again. 


He carefully leaned against the back wall, crossing his arms in front of his chest. 


He still didn't believe what had happened. 


Jason had taken the seat of the Captain. 


He wore a communication headset, the small microphone nearly touching his lips. 
And he seemed to be pretty relaxed. 
But, also, he looked totally concentrated. 


Lars still sat in the First Officer's seat, headset on - but no longer neatly after he had been beaten up by the 


hijacker, staring at Jason with his green eyes wide open, not even blinking. 
His mouth was open, too. 


And he didn't say a word. 


Now, James saw the three LUFTWAFFE fighter aircrafts fall apart from their plane, performing sharp turns to 
the right by toppling over their right wings. 
They went into a close flying formation, and made a turn to the right side, again. 


Then, they were gone. 


Jason gaze followed them during the manoeuvre. 


Now, he switched off a row of the numerous switches in front of him, then, he had his right hand on the 
speed control levers, softly pulling them back, just slightly. 


His other hand was on the pilot's steering wheel, slightly turning it to the right side. 
The plane swung into a wide curve to the right, lowering altitude and speed. 


"Flight control, this is Captain Newsted, again", Jason said in a low voice. 


"The fighter aircrafts have left, as requested. Thank you!" 

A male voice was to be heard, coming from the com system. 

"This is flight control - Captain Newsted, are you sure, you don't want them to further escort flight number 
LH 651IA to Frankfurt Airport ..2" 


"That won't be necessary", Jason calmly answered. "Have a look at your list of registrated pilots with European 


flight license, will you?" 
There was silence for a moment. 


Then, the flight control guy was back, again 
| beg your pardon, Captain Newsted .. | really didn't know about this." 


James saw the slight smile on Jason's lips. 


"How should you know about this? I'm just the bass player.” 


A soft chuckle from the com system was to be heard. 


"No, | don't think so, Captain." 
Jason smiled, again. 


‘Captain Newsted, | am Chief flight controller Lars Weber. | have taken over, now, and want to make sure your 


flight has absolute landing priority." 
"Thank you, Chief." 
Jason briefly had smiled when the Chief flight controller had told him his name. 


A "Lars", too. 


The pilot - Jason - slowly lowered the plane's speed, and they passed the layer of cloud all of a sudden 


Underneath them were dark woods to be seen, and extended areas in agriculture use, also, villages of different 


sizes. 
There were some meandering rivers, their water glittering in the red evening sun 


James had tears in his eyes all of a sudden. 


He still couldn't believe what had happened. 


He bit his lower lip, hard, because he didn't want to cry. 


The waves of emotions got him shivering again and again. 
He had to struggle very hard to regain his composure. 


But he wanted so badly to touch Jason, to feel his warmth, and to lay his arms around Jason's neck from 


behind and to cuddle his face to the locks of chestnut hair. 


It was so hard that he had to stay at the back of the cockpit and to be silent to not getting Jason irritated. 


"Flight control, this is Captain Newsted", Jason said in his calm tone. 
"Chief Weber, may | ask if the ambulances will be ready to get the injured passengers to the hospitals?" 


"This is Flight control speaking, Captain Newsted. The ambulances and the emergency personnel are already 
positioned near Runway 4 .. The Chief Emergency physician would like to know how man persons are in need of 


immediate medical support." 


"Estimated, there are twenty or twenty-one, Chief", Jason answered. "I have told to the chief flight attendants 
in Economy and Business, and they said that these passengers mostly suffered from serious shock symptoms. 
Two elderly passengers may have got a heart attack, as it looks like. They are in pretty bad shape." 


"Understood, Captain Newsted" 


For some minutes they heard the distant talking of the German flight control team and the physicians, then, 
the Chief Weber was back. 


"Captain, how many persons in First Class are in need of immediate medical support?" 


Jason lowered his head, just for a moment. 


Then he looked over at Lars who was a mess, curled on the First Officer's seat. 


Lars' cheeks were still wet from tears and blood. 
Jason turned his head to gaze over his right shoulder at James. 


He had been fully aware of James’ presence all the time. 


His blue eyes caught the blue eyes of James’. 
The intensity of their eye contact was overwhelming. 


Then, Jason noted the tears on James’ cheeks, the dried blood all over his face, his neck, in his hair, on his 


clothes, on his hands. 


While Jason looked at him James’ couldn't stop the fresh tears which started to run down his cheeks, again. 


He blinked but didn't try to hide them. 


He blinked, again, trying to get off the veil of tears to get a clear look, and saw that Jason had tears in his 


eyes, too. 


"Captain Newsted? This is Flight control, Chief Weber", came over the com system. 

Jason deeply breathed in and turned around to his cockpit control panels. 

"Captain Newsted speaking, Flight control ... I've tried to calculate the number of First Class passengers which 
are in need of medical support. | think, we have five or six persons of the Metallica crew in a state of shock, 
but none of them is in critical danger .. But we need a physician and some paramedics to support Mr. James 


Hetfield and Mr. Lars Ulrich. They are injured.” 


"Understood .. Ah, Captain, the Chief physician wants to know how severe the injuries Mr. Hetfield and Mr. 


Ulrich are, and if he should order another rescue- helicopter to immediately bring them to the hospital.” 


At this moment, Lars gave a groan. 


It was the first sound James had heard from the Dane since he had entered the cockpit. 


Again, Lars groaned, and rubbed his face. 

He whinced as he touched his already lividly right cheek, moaning in pain 

The hijacker had backhanded him pretty hard. 

Jason briefly looked at him. 

"No, | don't think a rescue helicopter will be necessary, Chief Weber. But | want a physician and some 
paramedics to immediately come on board after | have landed the plane, to take care of Mr. Hetfield and Mr. 
Ulrich, while the other passengers are clearing the plane." 

Flight control here. The physicians are ready and in wait, Captain Newsted." 

"Very good." 

"The Special Commando Units are prepared to enter the plane, too, Captain" 

Jason gave a short, bitter laugh. 

"We won't need them, Flight control. The hijackers are dead." 

"We got that, Captain ... But the forensics had to come on board. And we want to immediately check the plane 
to make sure there aren't any hidden explosives. One of the Special Commando Units has explosive experts to 
make sure there will be no blowing up of a bomb." 

"Very well, Chief, you are right", Jason said, while he switched off more of his controlling switches. 


"Now, there is still too much of kerosene on board. | wanna get rid of the kerosene we don't need for landing." 


"Understood, Captain Newsted .. You have permission to drain off that kerosene", Chief flight controller Weber 


answered. 
"Thank you, Flight control” 
He quickly got his fingers on one of the touch screens in front of him. 


James felt the slight vibration of the plane as Jason drained off the kerosene. 


The manoeuvre didn't take much time. 


At this moment James noticed lan and Kirk at the cockpits door. 


Kirk usually slightly olive coloured skin with the touch of a shimmer of gold was very pale, now. 


But he seemed to be in control of his composure. 


"Captain, may | ask if we could support you in any way?" 


lan's tone was calmly and very respectfully. 


Jason turned around to look at him and Kirk. 


Then, he gave a nod. 
"I want you to get Lars off the cockpit. He's in shock." 


Lars opened his mouth, but Jason just gave him a sharp look. 
So, Lars just gave a sigh but didn't try to argue. 


"We are approaching Frankfurt Airport and will be in reach of our destination in estimated twenty minutes. 


Please, make sure, all passengers in First Class took their seats and fasten their seat belts." 


"Okay, Captain." 


lan nodded, and then he swallowed hard. 


"We have cleared off the main gangway ... The ..the dead men are already pulled to the First Class’ kitchen .. 
We laid down the pilot and the co-pilot on some of the seats and got them fastened by the seat belts." 


"Thank you, lan", Jason softly said. "Well done." 
Again, lan gave a small nod, his head slightly lowered, not moving a muscle in his face. 


The man had been a marine before he had decided to accept the job as a bodyguard, at first protecting some 


politicians. 


But Lars had heard of him, and had done his very best to talk lan into the idea of being a bodyguard for a 


handful of fucking crazy heavy metal musicians. 


And if Lars was wildly eager to get what he wanted - he always succeeded. 


But he always followed lan's orders, too. 
So, he didn't struggle when lan put away his headset and held him when he came to his feet, very shaking, 
gripping lan's free hand for more support. 


Kirk came near to help, too, and Lars looked at him, exhausted, with tears in his eyes, again. 


"Come on, baby", Kirk softly whispered. 


"lll take care of you." 


Lars gave a small whimper, then, he nodded. 


He looked at James as Kirk and lan got him off the cockpit, getting eye contact of deep intensity. 
Lars saw James’ pain, and James noted Lars’ pain, too. 


Then, he was gone. 


James breathed in deeply. 


Jason was busy to fly the plane, still very calmly. 
Without turning his head, he said: "James, take the co-pilot's seat and fasten your seat belt, please. We are on 
the approaching corridor to Frankfurt Airport." 


James did as he was told, without saying a word. 
He was so happy that Jason hadn't ordered him out of the cockpit. 


"Captain Newsted, this is Flight control. The lowering of altitude and speed are very precise.. Please, go on. 


Runway 4 is clear for your landing .. We have put on hold all the other approaching airplanes, also, there will 


no take-off from the other runways until you have landed the plane." 
"Thank you, Flight control", Jason said in a quiet tone. 


"Thank YOU, Captain", Weber answered. 


"You have now permission for landing." 

"Thanks!" 

Jason broke the com contact to the tower, and activated the com system of the plane. 

"Ladies and Gentlemen, this is Captain Newsted speaking. The landing will be in ten minute. Please make sure you 
have fastened your seat belts, also, have the back of your seats in an upright position ... Please, follow the 


orders of the flight crew." 


He briefly paused, switching off another row of controlling switches, then gripping the speed control levels, 
again, slowly pulling them back. 


The landing flaps got fully opened, now, slowing down the plane's speed. 
The flying sound of the plane got more intensity, and the plane vibrated. 


James couldn't take his look from Jason. 


Why, in hell, hadn't he mentioned his pilot's abilities to his band mates? 
And where and when, in hell, had he managed to do this job, and why hadn't nobody noticed that Jason had got 
a Flight Captain, licensed to fly such pretty large planes like this Airbus? 


Then, all of a sudden James got the image of Jason, dressed in black pants and white shirt - sometimes 
wearing a back or dark blue tie, a leather jacket on, to cover up his rank insignias on the shirt, as James now 


clearly realized. 


Also, they all had made fun of Jason, when he had disappeared from First Class and couldn't be seen until the 
plane had landed and reached parking position 


Lars always suspected that Jason was locking himself in one of the restrooms, trembling and crying because 


of flight phobia 


They had been fools! 


James heard Jason talk again to the passengers. 

‘Ladies and Gentlemen, we are now approaching our assigned runway, and will land in three minutes Again | 
want all passengers to strictly follow the orders of the flight crew. We will take our parking position at the 
runway's waiting area. The Airport's personnel is ready to bring over all passengers to the main building of the 


Airport ... Thank you!" 


Jason switched off the intern com system. 


There was no talking to the tower and the Flight control any longer. 


Now, James tried to share his attention between Jason and the sight ahead the plane. 


He didn't talk, because he didn't want to break Jason's concentration. 


The plane came down steadily. 
Then, they passed the city of Frankfurt/Main, and all of a sudden, James saw the runway coming near. 


Jason pulled back the speed control levels. 


The runway was in front of them, and Jason brought the plane down, exactly in the middle line of the runway. 
He already had got out the plane's undercarriage, and now, it made contact with the runway. 


As they got contact, all the brake flaps did what they are supposed to do, while Jason firmly, but softly 
braked the plane. 


He didn't need the full lengths - just half - of the runway for his braking manoeuvre. 


The plane slowed down to rolling speed 


Jason had been very calm all the time, and it got clear to James that he must have done such a manoeuvre 


very, very offen 
He still couldn't believe this. 


Jason slowly brought the plane off the runway, moving over to one of the waiting and park areas along the 


ru nway. 


A lot of emergency ambulances, three rescue helicopters, and trucks of the Airport's fire department were 
there, also, the large vehicles of the Special Commando Units. 


The com system clicked in. 


"Tower here ..Very well done, Captain Newsted. We all want to congratulate you on your precisely performed 


landing manoeuvre." 

Jason smiled, while he brought the plane to a stop. 

"Thank you very much. I'm glad we safely got to the ground .. And, you got me all the help | needed, especially 
by clearing off the air traffic.” 


Chief air controller Weber chuckled 
‘Oh, there had been A LOT of complaining by the pilots of the planes which had to wait." 


"Yeah, | can imagine the horror scenario pretty well." 


Again, Jason smiled. 


He shut down the engines of the plane. 


"Engines are off, now", he said. 


"Please start your rescue manoeuvre." 
Yy 


"Aye, Captain!" 


The smile in Weber's voice was to be heard 


Then, the com clicked off. 


Jason breathed in deeply. 
He laid his head in the nape of his neck, eyes closed. 


Now, James opened his seat belt and came to his feet. 


His lips were on Jason's in the blink of an eye. 


Jason lifted his left hand and his fingers caressed James hair and his cheek, very carefully, to not cause any 
more pain at James’ bruised face. 


James gave a moan, then, he whimpered, his fingers in Jason's hair. 
He brushed his lips along Jason's. 


"I love you, Jase!" he whispered, his lips still touching Jason's. 
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James slowly woke up, groaning, feeling dizzy and disoriented. 


He couldn't open his eyes because his eyelids felt like very heavy weights. 
They burnt, too. 


And the tinnitus in his ears! 


Where did he come from? 

James groaned, again, and tried to bring his left hand to his face to rub his eyes. 
Every part of his head hurt like hell. 

A truck must have hit him with full forcel 


He didn't remember how and where it had happened, but it HAD been a truck. 
There was no doubt about this. 


He felt like shit. 


Again, he moved his hand to his face. 
His hand shake like hell and his arm felt weak. 
Finally, his fingertips touched his cheek and his temple. 


He shrieked and groaned in pain. 


There was something covering his temple. 
It didn't belong to him, but he couldn't remove it because it seemed to be glued to his skin 


He tried to get rid of it by scraping his fingernails along the outer edge of the thing, trying frantically to rip 
the thing off. 


“Shhhhh! .. Don't, James! .. Don't", a soft voice said while warm finger closed around his, squeezing them gently. 
‘It's just an adhesive plaster, James .. No need to remove it." 


The fingers now began to caress his hair, very carefully. 
Then, warm, soft lips touched his. 


Instinctively, James parted his lips. 


He wanted more. 


Then he gave a hoarse groan and managed to open his eyes a litle bit. 


It wasn't easy because the lids felt so heavy. 
He blinked, but there seemed to be a veil laid over his eyes. 


Something warm and wet touched his eyelids, and he reflectively closed them. 


His eyelids and eyelashes got cleaned up, very softly to not hurt him. 


It felt good. 
He gave a quiet sigh. 


‘Its okay, James .. Now try again. Try to open your eyes, baby." 

James slowly opened his eyes once more, still blinking a lot, but now he could see much more clearly. 
He looked into Jason's blue eyes, saw Jason's smile, felt his fingers stroking his cheek 

"Jase", he murmured. "Jase ...2" 

"Yes, James .. I'm here, baby. I'm here." 

James swallowed hard. 


"Jase what ...2" 


His voice broke and he had to cough. 
Pain shook him, and he whimpered. 


His throat was a mess, his voice just a hoarse whisper. 
And every inch of his neck hurt. 
Every muscle in his body was in hellish pain, too. 


It even hurt to breathe, too. 


"Everything is okay, baby", Jason softly said. 


"You are safe. No one will hurt you, again ... I'm here." 


"Ooohhh! .. What the fuck .. what has happened?" James whispered. 
"|... | feel like shit!" 


"You have been beaten up badly, baby", Jason answered. "There are really bad cuts at your temple and the 
back of your neck .. You needed a lot of stitches .. And you have some bruises. And .." 


He paused. 
James blinked, touching the adhesive plaster with his fingertips. 
He was confused. 


"And What ..2" 


His voice was still hoarse and it hurt to speak 


He just could croak. 

Why? 

WHAT, IN HELL, HAS HAPPENED? 

Jason's soft voice soothed him down a little bit. 

"Your skull is fractured, James .. Just a small fracture, really! .. On the back of your head .. And .. and they 
had to remove some splinters because the inside of your skull bone had been burst off." 


James briefly closed his eyes, trying to get what Jason had told him. 


Then he looked at Jason, again. 
Jason smiled then kissed James’ still dry lips. 


"Splinters? .. There are splinters inside .. inside my head?" James asked, his tone barely frightened, 


He laid his hand onto the back of his head, fingers trembling. 


There was a bandage, too. 


"Yes. But they are gone, now. Please, don't worry, baby", Jason softly said. "The skull had been infracted, so 


some splinters of the bone got loose and had to be removed." 


He stroked James' cheek and then his shoulder. 


James heard him swallow hard. 


"But its gonna be okay pretty soon, the doctors have said. They just had to open up your skull a little bit to 


get those splinters out", Jason continued in a quiet tone. 
"They opened .. they opened up my skull?" 
"Just a small craniotomy, James .. Very small", Jason said. "Don't worry about it." 


James moaned. 


He touched the bandages, again. 
Then, he lifted his left arm a bit more. 


He stared at the oxygen controlling clip on his left forefinger then at the IV- drain in the back of his hand. 
Two tubes for IV infusions were attached to the three-way system. 


James still felt completely dizzy, not believing what he saw. 
He turned his head to have a look at his other arm. 


A blood pressure meter lay around his upper arm. 


His right hand was covered up with bandages. 


Then, he noted the bandages at the right side of his neck, too, touching them carefully. 


Another IV tube was coming from underneath them. 

James' gaze followed the tube to the perfusion's apparatus with the large syringe. 

"This is just a catheter inside this vein at your neck", Jason said in a low tone. 

"Don't worry about it. The anaesthesiologists did that .. It had been necessary for the operation, and for 
getting the medicine you need inside your body." 


"Oh, my god", James moaned. "I had an accident, that's right? .. Oh, my god, what ..2" 


It wasn't exactly an accident, James", Jason answered and then kissed James lovingly. 


As he lifted his head, James stared at him with blank eyes. 
And then, all of a sudden, his memory was back and hit him with full force. 


"Oh, my god", he whispered. 


"I've shot two men!" 


His breath came in short and hard gasps, his pulse raced. 

Something beside him started to "beep-beep-beep", and James stared at a monitor system, now fully realising 
that he was lying in an intensive care bed. 

He panicked. 

He hoarsely cried out, and then he tried to get up from the bed in frenzy. 


But in the blink of an eye Jason had his hands on James' shoulders to hold him down. 


James struggled to get free, and howled like a captured animal, and blindly tried to shake off those hands, 
deeply frightened. 


They wanted to kill him! 


THEY'LL KILL HIM! 


He ripped off the oxygen controlling clip and some of the electrodes for electrocardiography on his chest, but 
he couldn't do more because of the sedative what was slowly injected by the anaesthesiologist who had been 
there in a hurry. 


A rurse was there, too, trying to soothe James down by talking very softly to him, stroking him. 


James body relaxed. 


His breath slowed down, also, his pulse rate. 


The "beep-beep-beep" of the monitor got off. 


James felt pretty dizzy. 


He heart distant voices speaking, one of them was Jason's. 


"Is this .. a normal reaction, doctor? .. Oh, my god! ... He .. he .. remembered - all of a sudden - that he has 


shot these hijackers, and then he panicked ..\Will he be alright? .. Oh, my god, this is so horrible!" 
"In such a case it is a completely normal reaction, Mr. Newsted", the anaesthesiologist answered. 


"Don't worry .. Mr. Hetfield seems to be mentally pretty strong, as far as | know, and he has shot the guys 
because he was the one who had the gun. That's right?" 


"Yes - he had the gun. That's right" 


Jason paused. 


Then, he deeply breathed in 


"The fuckers had been very lucky he had a gun because he would have killed them with his bare hands, too. 
Slowly.” 
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wAAAWWW .. That HURTS, fucker! .. Aaawww! Stop it! GO AWAY! THAT HURTS!" 
James sleepily opened his eyes, blinking hard to keep them from falling shut again. 


He saw another bed with another patient in it, but without his contact lenses or glasses his sight wasn't very 
sharp. 


"FUCK! WHAT ARE YOU DOING - Oh, ooohhh! Oooohhh! You're killing me! IT HURTS!" 


"Shut THE FUCK up, Lars! .. You're such a wimp! I'm just combing your hair to make you look a little beter, 
fucker! Stop whining! .. You wanna be a Metal God? Come on! Don't you cry like a baby!" 


"But IT HURTS! You'll gonna rip all my hair out! .. Aaaawww!" 
"IF YOU DON'T SHUT UP THERE WILL BE NO FUCKING FOR TWO MONTH! ASSHOLE!" 
James’ lips slightly parted and he smiled a little bit. 


Kirk in rage! 


Totally pissed! 
And it wasn't easy to get Kirk totally pissed! 


Well, Lars was quiet now. 


Just his heavy breathing and a sneer here and there were to be heard. 


"Baby, | can't let you lay in bed with your hair completely tousled’, Kirk told Lars now, while he still was busy 
to get Lars a pretty boy. 
"What should the nurses think about you?" 


"HAH! If | want | could get laid by those nurses with my hair being tousled or, maybe, coloured in neon green 
or pink. | just have to snap my fingers!" 


Fine. Snap your fingers’, Kirk coolly replied "But with tousled hair you won't get laid by ME" 


"Aaaawww", Lars groaned, but then he shut up. 
Just some sniffing was to be heard. 


James gave a small sigh and tried to roll his aching body fully onto his right side. 
He wanted to get a better look at Lars and Kirk. 


But the manoeuvre wasn't as easy as usually. 


His body felt weak 

Fuck! 

"Hey, fuckers! You've woke up James! ... Lars, quit that whining, asshole!" 

This was Jason's voice, and the next moment Jason's hands were there to help James to turn himself to his 
right side. 


A cushion was stuffed behind his back to support him and to give comfort. 


Then, Jason was already on his side, bending down to kiss James' cheek, very softly. 


He lightly stroked James’ back, too. 


James turned his head to catch Jason's lips. 
Jason kissed him lovingly, caressing James’ lips with his, and James’ cheek with his fingertips. 


"Mmmhhhh", James moaned. "Feels sooo good." 
"| hope so", Jason whispered, his smiling lips still touching James’. 


He kissed him again, and James hungrily kissed back 
He couldn't get enough of Jason's soft and tender lips. 


"Ooohhh! Aren't they sweet?" 

This was Kirks voice. 

"This is so sweet! Oh, my god! Sooo sweet. Oh, my god ..!" 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah! They are sweet. Very sweet! Got it! .. And | am NOT whining!", Lars groaned then sneered, 
disgusted. 

"Now, PLEASE, darling, if YOU would be so SWEET to refill my cup with some more tea ..?" 

"Oh? Ohl Yes, yes, sure. I'm so sorry, | didn't notice your cup got empty, darling. You must be thirsty.” 


Kirk busied himself with pouring Lars another cup of tea. 


There were two large thermo bottles on the nightstand beside Lars’ bed, also, a bottle of mineral water and 


another one with orange juice. 


Jason and James had stopped kissing because they both had to laugh. 
Lars was an awful dictator, and he firmly believed that Kirk just existed to comfort His Danish Majesty. 


Well, he just BELIEVED that Kirk had dedicated his life to serve His Danish Majesty every minute, all day and all 
night. 


Kirk let him believe this shit to soothe him down - but reality was that he had Lars on a very short leash, 


and Lars did everything what Kirk wanted - without knowing about his weakness. 


Now, Jason smiled and caressed James’ cheek with his fingertips. 


"How are you, baby?" he asked. "Still have so much pain?" 
James tried to concentrate on his body, and how he felt, and what had been out of order. 


The awful tinnitus was still in his ears, but a little better, also, his throat felt lesser rough. 
The back of his head still hurt, but the pain was tolerable. 


"lm ... l'm better ... | think," he hoarsely said then coughed. 


Jason's caressing fingers felt so wonderfully on his skin. 

James looked into Jason's blue eyes. 

His lover sat on a stool beside the bed, now, James’ left hand holding between his, bringing the fingers to his 
lips to kiss them. 


"You ... you look so good", James whispered. 


Jason smiled, gently squeezing James' fingers. 
"You too, James", he whispered back. 


James opened his mouth to protest but Jason shook his head. 


He quickly kissed James once more. 


"After I've landed the plane you got up from the co-pilot's seat, remember?" he asked in a very quiet tone. 


His lips still lightly touched James’. 


James gave a small nod. 


"Yes .. yes .. we kissed .. And | .. | said ..." 


Jason closed his lips with his, and James gave a sigh of pleasure. 


They both smiled with their lips still in touch. 

"What happened after I've said .. you-know-what?" James asked, softly brushing his lips along Jason's. 

Jason deeply breathed in 

He gently kissed James then lifted his head. 

For a short moment he closed his blue eyes then looked at James, again. 

"You've passed out, James ... | wasn't quick enough to catch you because my seat belt was still fastened, so, 
you fell down and broke two ribs on your left side .. But you had been already unconscious before you fell 
down" 

‘Oh .. but .. but why did | pass out?" 


James looked at Jason, his blue eyes blank. 


"Oh, baby! .. What a question!" 


Jason smiled and caressed James’ cheek with the back of his fingers. 


"The fucker with the gun must have hit you more than once with the fucking gun. Your back skull was pretty 


smashed up .. Don't you remember?" 


James tried hard, but everything he managed to remember was his extremely high levelled tension he had felt. 


And the hatred and rage inside him. 


Well, there HAD been pain - a lot of pain. 
Inside his head, on his head, all over his body. 


And, worst, the cruelty of constant suffocation 


The fucking hijacker had strangled him. 
And he would have strangled him to death - like this poor flight attendant - if James hadn't shot him. 


James shuddered. 


His fingers touched his throat. 


The catheter in the vein on the right side of his neck was still there, and attached to it the tube of an IV 
infusion. 


And his throat hurts as hell as he pressed his fingers against it. 

He gave a moan and flinched, and Jason quickly pulled his hand away from his neck. 

"Don't", he softly said. "Your neck is bruised and your larynx still pretty swollen .. This asshole nearly broke 
the throat's bone by strangling you, and the doctors thought a laryngotomy might be necessary if the swelling 


would go on ... but .." 


James nodded. 


‘| see", he whispered. "But .. but .. did they say anything about .. about my voice ... | mean .." 

"Yes", Jason said, smiling at him. "They told me, your voice won't be harmed because there is no serious 
damage, just the swelling - what's awful enough. But they said you shouldn't try to talk too much ... But 
whispering is okay, they told me." 


"Very good!" came Lars' voice from the other bed. "I'm fine with that. So, he has to listen to everything I'll tell 


him without doing a fucking unnecessary commentary .." 
James gave a sneer. 


"Why, the fuck, is HE in the same room as |?" he hoarsely asked, frowning. "Got the fucker to a broom 


cupboard, or stuff him into a dark corner somewhere at the basement." 


"Asshole!" Lars hissed. 


But he didn't sound much disgusted. 


Kirk briefly caressed Lars' cheek then walked over to James’ bed. 


He stroked James’ arm, very affectionately, smiling at him. 
James looked at him and saw the tears in Kirk's eyes. 


Then, Kirk bent down and whispered: "Thank you for everything you have done, James! If you hadn't shot these 


hijackers we all wouldn't be still alive." 


"That's fucking right!" Lars calmly said. 


There was silence for some minutes. 
James didn't know what to say. 


He just looked at his friends. 


Then, he noticed the absence of regret of having shot these two murderers. 


Maybe, it wasn't right. 
Maybe, he had to feel like he was a murderer now, too. 


But he wasn't a murderer, and he knew that. 


And nobody ever would have called him a murderer. 


He deeply breathed in and gave a sigh. 
"| did what must be done", he quietly said. "I think there will be nightmares. But that's a minor problem." 


He looked at Jason 
Blue eyes met blue eyes. 
Both men smiled. 


"But how, in hell, did you get this license as a Flight Captain while we didn't have a clue about your career?" 


Kirk cleared his throat, nervously, and James shot a glance at him. 


"You knew about Jason's flight thing?" 

"Well, yes, just a little .. not very much .." Kirk nervously stammered. 

"| didn’t tell him too much", Jason said and laughed 

"It was hard enough for him to keep the secret by himself Well, at first | was too short-sighted to be 


accepted by the major airlines as a pilot's trainee. But flying with contacts is no problem any longer because 


the fuckers could remain in your eyes 48 hours or longer .. At first | had the Captain's license for flying all 


over North America, and | had - and still have - a job at a Canadian Airline. But then | got accepted by other 
airlines, too, and | am licensed to fly on every continent... lim a stand-by-pilot, so To say. | take over if an 
airline asks me to do this ... And if it doesn't interfere with my main job as a bass player in a certain metal 


band." 


"Wow! ... But, how came ..?" 


James looked at Jason, curiously - and very respectfully. 
Jason shrugged. 


"| always liked to fly. I've started with it while | was a teen. One of my uncles is a flying instructor and still has 


some trainees .. He owns some very nice small planes, and | bought a Lear Jet to make..." 

"A LEAR JET?" 

Lars nearly jumped off his bed. 

"You bought a LEAR JET? A Lear jet? Are you outta your mind? | don't believe it! You are constantly whining 
about your shitty flat and your lack of clothes, and whatever, and you bought a LEAR JET? Are you fucking 
out of your mind?" 


“Second hand! .. Just second hand", Jason said with a grin. 


Lars gave a groan and buried his face in his hands, but shrieked because his fractured cheekbone - repaired 


by osteosynthesy - hurt too much. 
Jason chuckled, very amused of the typically Lars- reaction 
"You are SO funny", he said, chuckling again. "You really believed I'm still living in this flat? Oh, come onl .. | 


have a penthouse. .. OH, MY GOD! You really thought I'm the sex slave of a fat old landlady because | can't 
afford the rent?" 


Jason laughed his ass off, gripping Kirk's arm for support to not fall down to the floor. 
Kirk couldn't stop himself from giggling, too. 


Lars glared daggers at him. 
Furiously glittering green daggers. 


Kirk giggled once more. 
"So, FUCKER, you KNEW about Jason's penthouse and his fucking Lear jet -second hand or not - and you never 


ever thought about mentioning those minor details to me? FUCKER! You'll have to pay for this.. Qooohhhh! ... 
THAT HURTS!" 


Lars held his cheek and moaned, his green eyes staring accusingly at his lover. 


Kirk ran over to him and carefully laid a cool pack on Lars’ injured cheek. 


"Don't be so LOUD, baby", he admonished him. "What should the nurses think about your manners? .. Also, it's 
not good for your poor broken cheekbone. You shouldn't talk so much .. The doctors have said you should be 


very careful to not hurt yourself” 


Lars growled and stared at Kirk in fury. 


Kirk just gave him a pleased smile and patted Lars' arm. 
"Now, this is much better, baby." 


He pulled Lars’ blanket a little higher to his chest, patting his chest, too. 
Then, he smiled at Lars affectionately. 


"You better don't talk now for a while and recover a little, because you WILL HAVE to talk when the German 
chancellor, and the President of Germany and the President of Russia, too, will be there to let you and James 
- and Jason, of course - know about their deepest gratitude because you heroically have rescued over three 


hundred passengers - some of them from Russia, | have to add." 
"WHAT?" 
Lars nearly jumped off his bed but Kirk held him down with a steely clutch. 


"Yes", he continued. "And I'm pretty sure they will bring some nice medals." 
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„What's the name of the fucker, again? .. Pu .. Putin ..? How do you spell the fucking name of the fucker? And 
he's WHAT? President of Russia? You sure? .. You really sure? .. | thought they have a czar!.. FUCK! Is this 
really necessary? Sonofabitch! .. What's his name? Putin! Oh, my god! .. You sure, this is his name? FUCK! | just 
wanna have some nice chats with these pretty nurses in the hospital, that's all ... Maybe, making out a little 
bit .. Who knows. Get a blowjob. Or two! Or three! l'm absolutely not interested in getting annoyed by the 


Russian President who wants an autograph for his fucking kids or whatever .." 
"LAAARRRSS! ... SHUT UP, ASSHOLE!" 


The tea cup with the spoon on the nightstand beside Lars' bed rattled hard as Kirk's fist came down in violent 
fury. 


Lars' jumped on his bed, staring at Kirk with his green eyes wide opened as if his lover had morphed into a 


monster with poisonous fangs and deadly claws all of a sudden 

Obviously, he wasn't sure if said monster would rip him off to very small pieces of a certain Danish drummer, 
who-should-not-be-named, so, he hastily moved his ass to the other side of his bed and pulled his blanket up 
to his shoulders to protect himself. 


Kirk's dark eyes glowed and he stared daggers at Lars. 
Electricity seemed to be emanated from his dark curls. 


"Unbelievable!" he hissed at Lars. "You are AWFUL! .. AWFUL! Aaawwww! We are doomed! DOOMED! " 


He buried his face in his hands, groaning. 


"What? WHAT? ... | just wanted to know the name of the President of Russia, that's alll What's wrong with 
this?" 


Lars shook his head and looked over at Jason and James, shrugging, all big green eyes. 

"What? .. What have | done? | just asked .." 

Jason and James just grinned. 

‘Oh, my god", Kirk groaned, exhausted, fingers tugging at his dark hair. 

"Now, LISTEN, fucker! I've repeated the names of the both presidents and of the German Chancellor to you 
thirty times .. Minimum! | am EXHAUSTED! Totally exhausted!.. Oh, my god! .. Once again: The name of the 
President of Russia is Wladimir Putin, and the name of the German Chancellor is Gerhard Schroeder, and .." 


Lars gave him a bright smile and batted his eyelashes. 


"Babe, do you think l'm an imbecile?" he asked in a slightly hurt tone. 
"| do know that!" 


“Aaaawwww! Nooool ... No, no, no, no, no! I'll kill the fucker! Definitely! I'll kill hin!" 

‘lm always reading the newspapers, y'know, and sometimes | have a look at the TV-news, too", Lars added, 
smiling harmlessly. "I DO know things like this, really. 'm very interested in ALL of the news of the world, 
y'know." 

Kirk briefly covered his face with his hands, again, moaning loudly. 

Then, he fiercely glared at Lars who gave him another innocent smile, as if nothing ever had happened. 
"Asshole! You are torturing me ON PURPOSE! I'l kill you!" 

"Oh, baby, don't you overreact, PLEASE", Lars said and smiled his nicest Lars-smile at Kirk. 

"l'm just a little nervous, y'know. All these important people! They wanna come to see us. Well, James and 
Jason, okay! But 1? I'm just a Danish drummer, you know. Dispensable. Of no interest for the world's fate ..” 
“That's pretty right", James murmured. 


"What?" 


"Nothing", James hastily added, while he tried hard to stop his grinning. 


Lars narrowed his eyes, suspiciously eyeing James. 


Jason sat on the edge of James’ bed, feeding James with spoonfuls of soup. 
It was very obvious that James loved to be fed by Jason, and he looked at him in such wide-eyed amazement 
that Jason repeatedly felt his heart cramp, because it got aware to him how lost James must have been, 


without getting enough of such loving affection to make him feel like a human being. 


What a shame to torture a kid by the rigid religious fanaticism of his parents, and to make him an outsider, 
feeling disliked and despised, and in a constant state of fright. 


He must have lived in the constant fear of being punished and rejected. 
Now, Jason fed him another spoonful of soup, smiling at him. 
Then the bowl of soup was empty and Jason put it on the tray on the nightstand beside James’ bed. 


He took the napkin and softly dried off James’ lips, and then he stroked James' cheek with the back of his 


fingers. 
James closed his eyes. 
His hand stroked Jason's arm and shoulder, until his fingers were in Jason's nape of the neck to pull his head 


close to his. 


Their lips met, parting as they contacted, opening. 


Jason's tongue caressed James’, while his fingers still did the same with James’ cheek. 
James gave a soft moan of pleasure, deeply breathing in Jason's scent, feeling the warmth of his body. 
It felt so good! 


Jason felt so good! 


And he tasted so good, too! 
"Wanna be alone with you", James whispered, lips very close to Jason's. 
"Mmmmhhhh! Yes!" 


Jason sighed, touching James' lips very softly with his. 


His warm breathe caressed James’ skin. 


He sighed, too. 


"So, as | have said, l'm fully aware of the names of those politicians", Lars arrogantly declared, ignoring the 
tender moment between James and Jason. 


"AND I've talked to the German minister of foreign affairs, this Joschka Fischer .. HAH! Did you notice the fact 
that | still know the name of the fucker? .. Well, the man is Vice Chancellor, too .. They seem to have lots of 


Chancellors and Presidents and ministers, these Germans .." 


"Yes, yes, yes. We got it!" 
Kirk deeply sighed, rolling his eyes. 


"In Denmark they have a queen, right? Or is it a king? Or a queen and prince consort? | always don't know the 
difference .. And there must be a crowd of princes and princesses .. Twenty? Thirty? Or more?" 


"KIRK!" Lars yelled. 

Kirk gave him an innocent smile. 
"Yes, darling?" 

"You are MEAN!" 


Lars sniffed 
"You are just jealous because the USA doesn't have a queen ... Or a king. That's it!" 


"Sure, baby", Kirk answered, busying himself in neatly piling up the books and magazines on Lars' nightstand. 
"You've already read this newspaper, right? Well, if you don't want to keep it I'll throw it in." 


| haven't read it, fucker!" Lars hissed, ripping said newspaper from Kirk's hands. 

"Well, not yet every report. Things like this can't be done in five minutes. No need to throw away the 
newspaper." 

"Oh! | always thought, you usually just read the stock exchange news and the comics", Kirk stoically said. 


"Asshole!" Lars hissed. 


Kirk gave him a pleased smile. 


"You're welcome, darling!" he said. 


Jason had to wipe tears of laughter off his cheeks. 


James laughed, too, but he had to be careful because of his hurting ribcage with the broken ribs. 
He wrapped his right arm around his chest to support his ribs. 


Then, he looked at Jason who softly stroked James' arm. 


"Is it really necessary that all these politicians have to come and have a look at us? ... I'm really not in the 


mood to have a smalltalk with Russian Presidents, or German Vive Chancellors", James said. 

"Yes, | know", Jason answered. "I don't like it, too. Unfortunately, our story is on top of the news .. Everybody 
wants to get an interview, or some photographs. We have bodyguards everywhere to make sure that you and 
Lars are safe and won't be disturbed .. But it's pretty hard work to keep the fuckers from the news 
magazines of the TV channels and the newspapers away. They are camping outside the hospital, and .." 


"There are reporters? From TV? You sure? .. Reporters? Here? What are they doing ..2" 


Jason had to laugh. 
Then, he quickly kissed James. 


"Oh, baby!" he said, still smiling. "You are so sweet! .. Kirk and | already have given a lot of interviews to shut 


up the fuckers .." 

"Oh? Really? Oh! But .." 

James looked at him with blank blue eyes. 

"I. | didn't notice you've done interviews .. or such shit .. and ..| .. | haven't seen any reporters, and ..” 
Again, Jason smiled at him, caressing James’ cheek with his fingertips. 

"Baby, you couldn't have seen - or just notice - them - you've slept three days in a row." 

Ohl Ive ... I've slept .. three days?" 

James stared at him, his blue eyes blank. 

"Yes. You had been in a pretty bad shape after the craniotomy, James. As I've said, the physicians weren't 


sure if they should do a tracheotomy, too, but, thank god, it wasn't necessary. But you had an intubation and 
some assisted respiration, until they got your blood pressure and all the other things up to the levels they 


wanted them to be ..." 

James still stared at Jason, completely out of words. 

"Well, and the forensics were busy to get a lot of photos of your injuries, and they wanna get the traces of 
the spent gunpowder from your hands and your clothes, you know, things like that ... So, | was really glad you 
were asleep ‘cause it was really, well, AWFUL. These people are ANNOYING!" 

"Hah!" Lars arrogantly said. "You just don't know how to handle them." 

Jason grinned, amused. 

"Well, | think, a certain Danish drummer - we won't mention his name - is a LITTLE BIT jealous because all 


those people mostly were interested in poor James and a certain Flight Captain - we won't mention the name 
of the Flight Captain, too - and not in a certain Danish drummer." 
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Chapter 21 


„Now, this went welll" 
Lars gave a very pleased sigh and smiled, leaning back to the soft cushions of his bed. 
"You think?" Jason asked. 


Lars turned his head and stared at Jason, slightly narrowing his eyes. 


Jason grinned. 


"What's that supposed to mean, fucker?" 


Lars tone was very suspiciously. 

"Oh, nothing!" Jason said and gave him a bright smile. "Nothing. Really! | think, you are pretty right." 
"Ah?" 

Lars still stared at him, waiting for the catch he suspected to come. 


But Jason's blue eyes were all innocence. 


He batted his eyelashes at Lars. 


"You have done GREAT, baby", he said. "I'm sure the Russian President would have kissed your ass if there 
hadn't been these other people. He nearly DROOLED!" 


"Asshole!" Lars hissed. 


"On, no, no, don't you use such an UGLY, UGLY word! Really. The man was totally fascinated by your 


personality", Jason continued, elegantly waving his hand. 
"I haven't known that the Russians are SO fond of the Danes! Really! .. Ah, yes, maybe it's because the Danes 


are completely without fantasy, too, and they like it as icy cold as those Russians, so, they need masses of 
perverted porn and alcohol, but .." 


"SHUT UP, JASON!" 

Lars had thrown aside his blanket, and was ready to get off his bed and to attack Jason. 
But Kirk quickly laid his hands on Lars shoulders to calm him down 

Lars just hissed 

But he got his feet onto his bed, again, growling. 


"Asshole!" he murmured. 


"Don't even listen to him", Kirk said in a silky tone. "The guy has no manners .. You are completely right, baby! 
You have done well. Very, very well” 


He tenderly stroked Lars' hair and uninjured cheek. 
Then he pulled the blanket up to Lars’ chest, again. 


"Mr. Putin was really nice, and Mr. Schroeder, too .. And Mr. Fischer seems to have a crush on you, I'd say! 


What a nice guy!" 

"He talks too much!" James murmured. 

Kirk just smiled. 

"Now, this made the conversation pretty spicy, didn't it? Lars and Mr. Fischer struggled to get the upper hand 
as leader of the pack, Mr. Schroeder was pissed, and Mr. Putin just stared at everybody with those pretty 
frozen blue eyes .. Funny, really funny. | think the TV-team liked it, too. They looked very pleased" 


James chuckled and elbowed Jason who grinned. 


"Kirk got it pretty perfect", Jason said. "I wouldn't like to run into the Russian President somewhere in a dark 


corner with no one else around" 
"Yeah!" James chuckled. "What a cold fish!" 


Lars just growled but kept his mouth shut. 
But it was easy to be seen that he urgently wanted to explode on the spot. 


"I hope, these fuckers don't come back", James then said, his voice hoarsely. "You can see them once but a 


second time isn't necessary." 
"Oh, don't tell that good ol Bill Clinton", Jason said with a grin "He would be SO disappointed!" 
Now, Lars sneered and shot flaming green glances at Jason and James. 


"HAH! This fucker Clinton is much too busy to get the whole world believe that a blowjob hasn't anything to do 


with any fucking sex to think about being disappointed of unnecessary commentaries from you or James! HAH!" 
He growled, and then he gave another sneer. 

"This manoeuvre of the fucker could take some time! I'm pretty sure the man really believes the shit he's 
trying to tell us! .. FUCK! Some fucker of his personnel should let him know that his cock isn't supposed to visit 
the tonsils of a certain trainee, and that everybody knows... 


"Yes, yes, yes!" Jason hastily said. "l think we got it" 


Lars just sneered, again. 


Then, he turned his head to look at his lover, smiling affectionately. 

"By the way, darling .. | wouldn't say no if you'll have the kindness to wrap your pretty lips around my cock." 
"NOW?" 

Kirk stared at Lars in sheer disbelief. 

"Are you outta your mind? ... Now?" 


"Yeah!" Lars grinned then gave a moan. 


"l'm SO horny! Come on! Blow me!" 


He pulled Kirk's hand under his blanket to let him feel his hard-on 
Rubbing himself against Kirk's palm he moaned, eyes half closed. 


"Oh, my god", Jason groaned, rolling his eyes. "Unbelievable!" 


Kirk was not the man to turn down his lovers wishes, and also, he always did his best to comfort his darling. 


He lifted the blanket while Lars moaned, turning slightly to his right side to give Kirk a better access to the 
part of his body which needed special care. 


"Oh, my god!" James groaned and covered his face with his hand. "Jase, lock the door! Please, lock the door!" 
‘I'm already at it", Jason answered. 


He had been run to the door as quick as a lightning flash. 
Now, he stood with his back against the door, panting. 


"Done!" 


"Oh, my god!" James hoarsely murmured. "They are SO disgusting! .. Not so LOUD, you fuckers! Do you want a 


Special Unit Commando burst into our room?" 


He hissed at Lars and Kirk because they moaned and sighed without any shame. 
Lars had his hand in Kirk's pants - after having opened them - and jerked him off, while Kirk blew him. 


Lars seemed to be quite happy with Kirk's perfectly performed technique of the art of deep-throating, and he 
clearly wanted to let know everybody how happy he was. 


"Oh, oh, ooohhh! Oh god! Oh, my god! ... Jaaaal ... Ja, ja, jal JA! .JAAA! Ooohhh... OOOOOHHHH ..Aaaaaahh!" 
Kirk just moaned as he came because his mouth and throat were full of Lars - well, a part of Lars. 


Panting heavily Lars fell back, eyes shut, very satisfied and relaxed. 


Kirk gave him some last licks, seeming pretty satisfied, too. 
Then, he stared down at his black t-shirt and the black pants, and shrieked. 


"Oh, FUCK! .. Look at this! EVERYTHING'S got on my clothes! Aaawww! ... And I've no clean clothes to change 
with me! FUCK!" 
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Chapter 22 


„What the fuck takes these fuckers so long?" Lars growled, staring through the large window of the VIP-lounge 
of the airport. 


"They wanna polish the fucking jet before starting up the engines, or kiss every fucking welding seam, or what? 
.. Oh, my god! We are DOOMED! | knew it!" 


He gave a groan of sheer desperation 


"What have | done to deserve this? .. A BASS PLAYER! | must have been mad! .. We are fucking DOOMED! .. A 
fucking bass player got mad and wants to fly a airplane .. OH, MY GOD! This is the end. | should have KNOW 
this!" 


He murmured to himself in Danish for a while, disgusted. 


"AND he lied to us!" he went on to complain. 

"This fucker of a jet is BRANDNEW! ... Well, right, he got the fucker a little bit cheaper because the guy who 
had ordered the thing couldn't afford it, but FIVE million dollars! .. He must be mad! | never should have 
believed just A SINGLE word about his poor wardrobe he used to make us believe in. The fucker doesn't need 
more than two t-shirts because most of his time he's hanging around somewhere in a fucking cockpit in his 
fucking Captain's uniform! .. Two t-shirts are more than enough, I'd say. HAH! | should have known that he 
fucking lied to us .. You never can trust a bass player. | KNEW it!" 


He sneered. 


"And if he could afford a fucking Learjet 45 than he fucking could afford the fucking kerosene he insisted to 
put in his fucking jet. HE wants to fly the fucking thing! So, WhY, in hell, should it be necessary to everyone in 


METALLICA to give him ANY money for his fucking fuel to make him think he could spend our money like 
water? Does he think we have a fucking license to fucking print those bucks? .. Just because he wanna wear a 
fucking Flight Captain's uniform? .. What have | done to deserve this?" 


He sneered, again. 


"What are they doing now? Polishing the tires, or what? OH, MY GOD, what have | done to ..2" 


A palm hit the window's glass just centimetres beside the right side of Lars' head. 

He shrieked and jumped, and hastily turned his head to glare at James who stood behind him. 
James' hand still flatly laid against the window. 

He nicely smiled at Lars who looked at him wide-eyed. 


Lars' mouth was still open, and he stared at James without knowing what to say. 


"Lars .. BABY", James softly said, giving Lars another nice smile. 


"I think your sorrows might be come to an end pretty soon" 
"Ah ..2 What .. what ..? You think ..?" Lars croaked. 
"Yes." James patted Lars’ left shoulder with his free hand, smiling at him. 


"Well, you know, | think that all this complaining of yours isn't good for your blood pressure, baby. This can't 
be healthy, | think" 


"You ... you think?" 

"Yes. Well, so I've thought hard about what to do .. Now, this wasn't easy." 

He paused, batting his eyelashes at Lars, all charming innocence. 

Lars' green eyes didn't even blink. 

"| think", James continued, "we should shorten up your suffering by throwing you off the jet at an altitude of 
- lets say - [5000 meters! .. Without a parachute, of course .. Maybe, when we'll get over the Rockies to 
make sure you'll hit the ground properly and, for good measure, on a mountain with a lot of crevasses. l'm 
pretty sure that Jason would have the great kindness to fly such a precise manoeuvre to let you have an 


unforgettable and thrilling experience by getting a part of the perpetual ice and snow .. This manoeuvre would 
save us the costs of your funeral, too .. Now, how'd you like that? Wouldn't that be nice?" 


He gave Lars a pleased smile, patting the Dane's shoulder, again 


In the background Kirk, who sat in one of the luxurious chairs of the VIP-lounge reading a rock music 


magazine, was grinning. 
Lars stared at James blankly. 


Then, he swallowed hard. 
His face slowly got red, and his eyes nearly popped out of his head. 


"ASSHOLE! he furiously hissed at James. "FUCK YOU!" 
James just grinned. 


"You are SO welcome, baby!" he answered and patted Lars' cheek for good measure. "I'm ready to fuck you 


whenever you might want it!" 


Lars hadn't enough time to explode because their flight was called at the very same moment. 


So, Lars just gave a sneer and hurried over to Kirk, grabbed his baggage and then made his way to the flight 
passenger clearance area. 


James, Kirk, lan and two of METALLICA'S personal assistants followed him, but pretty relaxed. 


Kirk still grinned, looking very pleased. 
He flashed the metal hand sign to James. 


James glared over at Lars to make sure that he didn't look at them then he flashed the sign back at Kirk, 
chuckling very softly. 


The Learjet 45 really was brand new as Lars had suspected, but the guy who had ordered the plane - the 
newest model of Bombardier's business jets - had overestimated his abilities in managing risky hedge funds and 
dubious debenture bonds. 


So, he got delivered a really nice black jet, the wings accented with white stripes, but wasn't able to come up 


with the cash. 


Jason, who flew for a Canadian airline with lots of Bombardier passenger and business jets in their fleet, hadn't 
needed more than ID seconds to think about it when the guy whom he had flown numerous times had asked 


him if he wanted to buy the jet. 


Very coolly Jason had offered four million dollars at first, very well knowing that the jet - with all those 


luxurious extras the business guy had ordered - was worth more than ten million dollars. 


Lars would have been proud of him if he had witnessed Jason's bargaining over the prize, business-like and 


mercilessly, finally beating down the prize of the Learjet to five million dollars. 


Now, after having checked his plane, he had entered the jet with his co-pilot, a friend of his from the Canadian 
airline, to get the plane ready for takeoff. 


The airfield shuttle had brought over his band mates and the three members of Metallica's crew to the plane, 
and they entered the jet, Too. 


A very nice female flight attendant - also a friend of Jason - had already been on board. 


Lars endlessly had complained about the costs for the flight attendant, until Jason finally had asked him if HE 
wanted to serve the meals and the drinks, or to make sure that every passenger - and the pilots, too - 


always got what they wanted to make them feel good. 


He pointed out that he, as Captain, was used to get his coffee EXACTLY the minute he ordered it, and 
EXACTLY done how he liked it. 


AND that he also liked to have some biscuits to his coffee. 


AND a freshly prepared fruit salad EXACTLY one hour after he had finished drinking his coffee 
AND that everything had to be served very nicely to make the Captain feel good. 


Lars hastily had decided that Metallica easily could afford the costs of a flight attendant. 


The door to the cockpit was half open, and the both pilots were to be seen. 
They were preparing for takeoff. 


James couldn't resist. 
He quietly got to the door to have a look. 


Jason sat in the Captain's seat and talked to the tower, while his First Officer went through the checklist to 


make sure all systems had been clear and were running perfectly. 

Jason - and the co-pilot - had got rid of their uniform jackets, now just wearing the uniform’s pants and the 
white shirts with the dark blue ties. 

Their officer's rank insignia were on the shoulder parts of the shirts, and they made clear that Jason was the 


senior officer. 


His good friend Richard Sawers, with whom he had shared the cockpit numerous times, was unbelievable happy 
to be First Officer of a plane with Jason AND the rest of Metallica, because he was a hardcore fan. 


He would have done the job without taking any money from Metallica but Jason had told him this would result 
in endless demands of Lars to get everything for free, and that those ideas would have been followed by the 
complaining of their Danish drummer for hours and hours when he had to realize he had to hand over some 


bucks if he wanted to get something. 


So, Richard first had laughed his ass off then he had accepted the payment. 


Now, Jason noticed James' presence at the cockpits door and turned his head to look at James. 
He smiled, his blue eyes sparkling of energy. 


James, who completely had recovered from his head injuries, smiled, too, feeling waves of warmth and 
happiness roll through his body. 


Richard shot them a brief look and grinned then he concentrated on his checklist, again. 
He knew about Jason and James being lovers. 


Jason gave a small nod, and James entered the cockpit. 


He bent down and softly kissed Jason 


Jason kissed back, stroking James’ cheek, giving a quiet sigh of pleasure. 


James quietly moaned. 
"| love you", he whispered, his lips still touching Jason's. 


"I love you, too", Jason whispered back. 


